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THE GABERLUNZIE-MAN. 


THE pauky auld carle came o'er the lee, 
Wi mony gude e ens and days to me, 


Saying, gudewife, for zour courteſie, I 
Will zee ludge a filly pure man? 4 
The nicht was cauld, the carle was wat, : 
And down azont the ingle he ſat ; : ! 


My dochter's ſchuldirs he gan to clap, 


And cadgily ranted and ſang. 
A 


x” * a, 


7 GABERLUNZIE-MAN 
O wow quo be, were 1 as free, 
As firſt when 1 ſow this country, 
2 
| And | wad never think lang. 
He grew canty, and ſcho grew fain ; 
But little did her auld minny ken 
And O! quo he, ann zee war as black 
As evir the crown of my dady's hat, 
218... 
And awa wi' thee I'd gang, 
And O! quo ſcho, an' I war as whyte, 
As cer the ſnaw lay on the dyke, 
Id cleid me braw and lady like, 
And awa with thee I'd gang. 
Between the twa was made a plot ; 
They raiſe awee before the cock, 
And wylily they ſhot the lock, 
And faſt to the bent ar they gane, 


GABERLUNZIE.MAN, 
Up the morn ihe auld wife raiſe, 
And at her leiſure pat on her claiſe ; 
zyne to the ſervants' bed ſhe gaes, 
To ſpeir for the filly pure man 
cho gaed to the bed whar the beggar lay, 
The ſtrae was cauld, he was away; 
Scho clapt her hand, cry'd, dulefu-day 
For ſome o our gier will be gane. 
Sum ran to coffer, and ſum to kiſt, 
But nocht was ſtown that cou'd be miſt ; 
Scho dancid her lane, cry'd, Praiſe be bleſt | 
I have ludg'd a liel pure man. 
Since nathing's awa, as we can learn, 
The kirn's to kirn, and milk to earn, 
Gae butt the houſe, laſs, and waken my bairn, 
And bid her cum quickly ben. 
The ſervant gaed quhar the dochter lay, 
The ſheets war cauld, ſcho was away, 
And faſt to her gudewife gan ſay, 


Scho's aff wi the Gaberlunzie-mau. 
A 2 


4 CABERLUNZIE-MAN, 


O fy gar ride, and fy gar rin, 
And haſte zee find theſe traitours again; 


For ſho 5 be burnt, and he & be lain, 
The weirifou' Gaberlunzie-man. 
Sum rade upo horſe, ſum ran a-fit 
The wife was wud, and out o her wit: 
Scho cou'd na gang, nor iet cou d ſcho fit, 
But ay ſcho curſt and ſcho bann d. 
e- 
Fu' ſaug in a glen, where nane cou'd fas, 
Thir twa, wi' kindly ſport and glee, 
| Cut frac a new cheeſe a whang. 
The prieving was gude, it pleas'd them baith, 
To lu'e her for ay, he gae her his aith ; 
Quo” ſcho, To leave thee I will be laith, 
My winſom Gaberlunzie-man. 
O kend my minny I war wi you, 
Il-fardly wad ſcho crook her mou, 
Sic a pure man ſhe'd nevir trow, 
After the Gaberlunzie-man. 


GABERLUNZIE-MAN, 


My dear, quod he, zere zet owr zoung, 

And hate na learnt the beggars tongue, 

To follow me frac toun to toun, 
And carry the Gaberlunzie on. 

Wi kauk and keel I'll win zour bread, 

And ſpingels and quhorles for them wha need, 

Quhilk is a gentle trade indeed, 

To carry the Gaberlunzic on. 

it bow my leg, and cruk my knee, 

And draw a black clout owr my eye ; 

A cripple, or blind they will ca' me, 

While we ſhall be merry and ſing. 


THE END OF THE GABERLUNZIE-MAN. 
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THE JOLLY BEGGAR. 
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THERE was a jollie beggar, and a begging he was boun, 
And he tuke up his quarters into a land wart town, 
And we'll gang nae mair a roving, 
fac late into the nicht, 
And we'll gang nae mair a roving, boys, 
let the moon ſhine ne'er ſae bricht. 
He wed neither ly in bara, ner yet wad he ln byre, 
But in a hint the ha' door, or elſe afore the fire. 
And we'll gang nae mair a roving, 
ſae late into the nicht, 
And we'll gang nae mair a roving, boys, 
let the moon ſhine ne er ſae bricht. 


JOLLY BEGGCGARTL 7 


The beggar's bed was made at e en wi' gude clean ſtraw 
and hay, 
And in a hint the ha' door, and there the beggar lay. 
And we'll gang nae mair a roving, 
ſac late into the niche, 
And we'll gang nae mair a roving, boys, 
let the moon ſhine ne'er fac bricht. 
Up raiſe the gudeman's dochter, and for to bar the door, 
And there ſhe ſaw the beggar ſtandin i' the floor. 
And we'll gang nae mair a roving, 
fac late into the nicht, 
And we'll gang nae mair a roving, boys, 
let the moon ſhine ne'er ſae bricht. 
| He tuke the laſſie in his arms, and to the bed he ran, 
O huly, huly wi' me, fir, ze Ill waken our gudeman. 
| And we'll gang nae mair a roving, 
fac late into the nicht, 
And we'll gang nae mair a roving, boys, 
let the moon ſhine ne'er ſae bricht. 
The beggar was a cunnin' loon, and ne er a word he ſpak, | 
Until he got his turn done, ſyne he began to crack. 


q JOLLY BEGGARL 


And we'll gang nae mair a roving, 
And we'll gang nae mair a roving, boys, 
let the moon ſhine ne'er ſae bricht. 
Is there ony dogs into this town? maiden tell me trew, 
And what wad ye do wi' them, my hinny and my dow 
And we'll gang nac mair a roving, 
fac late into the nicht, 
And we'll gang nae mair a roving, boys, 
let the moon ſhine ne er ſac bricht. 
They'll rive a' my meal pocks, and do me meikle wrang, 
O dule for the doing ot! are ye the pure man? 
And we'll gang nae mair a roving, 
fac late into the nicht, 
And we'll gang nae mair a roving, boys, 
let the moon ſhine ne er ſae bricht. 
Then ſchotuke up the meal pocksand flang them at the wa 
The deil gae vi the meal pocks, my maidenhead and a. 
And we'll gang nae mair a roving, 
ſae late into the nicht, 
And we'll gang nae mair a roving, boys, 
let the moon ſhine ne er fac bricht. 


JOLLY BEGGAR, - 
{ tuke 26 for ſome gentleman, at leaſt the laird o 
Brodie; 
o dule for the doing o't!—are ze the pure bodie ? 
And we'll gang nae mair a roving, 
ſae late into the nicht, 
And we'll gang nae mair a roving, boys, 
let the moon ſhine neer ſac bricht. 
He tuke the laſſie in his arms, and gae her kiſſes three, 
And four-and-twenty hunder merk to pay thenurice-fee. 
And we'll gang nae mair a roving, | 
fac late into the nicht, 
And we'll gang nae mair a roving, boys, 
let the moon thine ne'er ſue bricht. 
He tuke a horn frac his fide, and blew baith loud 


and ſhrill, 
And four-and-twenty belted knichts came ſkipping 
o'er the hill. / 


And we'll gang nae mair a roving, 
fac late into the nicht, 
And we'll gang nae mair a roving, boys, 


let the moon ſhine ne'er ſac bricht. 
B \ 


10 JOLLY 51004 


And he tuke out his little knife, loot a his duddies f, 
And he was the braweſt gentleman that was amang 
them s, 
And we'll gang nae mair a roving, 
ſac late into the nicht, 
And we'll gang nae mair a roving, boys, 
let the moon ſhine ne er ſae bricht. 
The beggar was a cliver loon, and he lap ſhoulder 
heicht: N 
O ay for ſicken quarters as I gat yeſternicht 
And we'll gang nae mair a roving, 
ſac late into the niche, 
And we'll gang nae mair a roving, boys, 
let the moon ſhine ne er ſae bricht. 


THE END OF THE JOLLY BEGCG4R. 


* 


u 40 011˙8 TOCHE * 


LILIU 


MA4AGGIE'S TOCH EF R 


THE meal was dear ſhort ſyne, 
We buckl'd us a' the gither ; 

And Maggie was in her prime, 
When Willie made courtſhip till her : 
Twa piſtols charg'd be 
To gie the courting-ſhot ; 
And fine came ben the laſs, 
Wi fwats drawn frae the butt. | 
He firſt ſpeer'd at the guidman, 1 
And ſyne at Giles the mither, F 
An ye wa'd gie's a bit land, "= 


We' d buckle us cen the gither, 
B 2 
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or) 140085 TOCHER 
My doughter ye ſhall ha" 6 

I'll gi' you her by the hand; | 

But Til part wi' my wife by my fac, 

Or I part wi my land, 
Your tocher it (all be gude, 
Thete's nane fall hae its maik, 


The laſs bound in her ſnude, 


And Crummie who kens her ſtaik : 
Wr an auld bedden of claiths, - 
Was left me by my mither, 
"They're jet black o'er wi' flacs, 
Ye may cudle in them the gither. 
| Ye ſpeak richt well, guidman, 
But ye maun mend your hand, 
And think o modeſty, 
Gin yell not quat your land. 
We are but young, ye ken, 


And now we're gawn the gither, 
A houſe is butt and benn, 
And Crummie will want her fother. 


MAGO1E'S TOCHER, 14 
The bairns are coming on, 

And they'll cry, O their mither ! 

We ha'e nouther pat nor han, 

bot four bare legs the gither, 

Your tocher's be good enough, 

For that you need na fear, 

Twa gude ſtilts to the pleugh, 

And ye your fell maun ſteer : 

Ye ſhall hae twa gude pocks 

That anes were o' the tweel, 
The ane to ha'd the grots, 
The ither to ha'd the meal: 
With an auld kiſt made o' wands, 
And that fall be your coffer, 
Wi' aiken woody bands, 

And that may ha'd your tocher. 
Conſider weell, guidman, 

We hae but borrowed gear, 

The horſe that I ride on 

Is Sandy Wilſon's mare: 


14 MAGGIE'S TOCHER, 


The fadle's nane o my ain, 
An' thae's but borrowed boots; 
And when that I gae hame, 
| maun tak to my coots: 
The cloak is Geordy Watt's 
That gars me look ſac crouſe; 
Come fill us a cogue o fats, 
We'll make nae mair toom ruſe. 
I like you well, young lad, 
For telling me ſae plain, 
I married when little I had 

O gear that was my ain. 

But ſyne that things are ſae, 
The bride ſhe maun come furth, 
Tho a the gear ſhe'll hae, 
'Twill be but little worth. 

A bargain it maun be, 

Fy cry on Giles the mither: 
Content am I, quo' ſhe, 

E'en gar the hiſſie come hither. 


MAGGIE'S TOCHER T 
The bride ſhe gade till the bed, | 
The bridegroom he came till her; 
The fidler crap in at the fit, 
An they cudld it a' the gither. 


THE ub of een rTocurth, 


„ BLYTHSOME WEDDING. 


54He FEUnTH, 


THE BLYTHSOME WEDDING. 


FY let us all to the briddel, | 

for there will be lilting there; 

For Jockie's to be married to Maggie, 
the laſs with the gauden hair. 

And there will be lang-kail and pottage, 

and bannocks of barley meal, 

And there will be good ſalt herring, 
to reliſh a kog of good ale. 
Fy let us all to the briddel, 

tor there will be lilting there, 

For Jockie's to be married to Maggie, 
the laſs with the gauden hair. 


BLYTHSOME WEDDING 


And there will be Sandie the ſutor, 
and Willie with the meikle mow ; 
And there will be Tom the plouter, 
and Andrew the tinkler I trow. 
And there will be bow-legged Robbie, 
with thumbleſs Katie's goodman ; 
And there will be blue-cheeked Dallie, 
and Lawrie the laird of the land, 
Fy let us all to the briddel, 
for there will be lilting there, 
For Jockie's to be married to Maggie, 
the laſs with the gauden hair. 
And there will be ſow-libber Peatie, 
and plouckie-fac't Wat in the mill, 
Capper-nos'd Gibbie, and Francie, 
that wins in the how of the hill ; 
And there will he Alaſter Dowgal, 
that ſplee fitted Beſſie did woo, 
And ſniffling Lillie, and Tibbie, 


and Kirſtie, that belly-god ſow. 
C 
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L BLYTHSOME WEDDING, 


Fy let us all to the briddel, 
for there will be lileing there; 
For Jockie's to be married to Maggie, 
the laſs with the gauden hair. 
and coft him breeks to his arſe, 


And afterwards hanged for ſtealing, 


great mercy it hapned no worſe : 


And there will be fairntick!'d Hew, 


And there will be blincht Gillie-whimple, 
2 = 


BLYTHSOME WEDDING, 


And there will be happer-ars'd Nanfie, 
and fairy-fac'd Jeanie be name, 
Gleed Katie, and fat-lugged Life, 
the laſs with the gauden wamb. 
Fy let us all to the briddel, 
for there will be lilting there ; 
For Jockie's to be married to Maggie, 
the laſs with the gauden hair. 
And there will be girn-again Gibbie, 
and his glaked wife Jeanie Bell, 
And miſlie chin d flyting Geordie, 
the lad that was ſkipper bimſell. 
There'll be all the lads and the laſſes, 
ſer down in the midſt of the ha, 
With ſybows, and rifarts, and carlings, 
chat are both ſodden and ra. 


Fy let us all to the briddel, | 
for there will be lilting there; 
For Jockie's to be married to Mag gie, 


gauden hair. 
C 
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20 BLYTHSOME WEDDING, 


There will be tartan, dragen and brachen, 
and fouth of good gappoks of ſkate, 

Pow-ſodie, and drammock, and crowdie, 
and callour nout feet in à plate; 

And there will be partans and buckies, 
ſpeldens and haddocks anew, | 

And fing d ſheep-heads, and à haggize, 

and ſcadlips to ſup till ye're fo. 

Fy let us all to the briddel, 


There will be good lapper d-milk kebucks, 
and ſowens, and farles and baps, 
And ſwats, and ſcraped paunches, 

and brandie in ſtoups and in caps : 
And there will be meal-kail and caſtocks, 

and ſkink to ſup till you rive 
And fouth to roſt on a brander 
of flouks that war taken alive. 


BLYTHSOME WEDDING, " 
fy let us all to the bridde\, 
for there will be lilting there ; 
For Jockie's to be married to Maggie, 
the laſs with the gauden hair, 
$rapt haddocks, wilks, dulſe, and tangle, 
| and a mill of good ſhizing to prie ; 
When weary with eating and drinking, 
we'll riſe up and dance till we die. 3 
ry let us all to the briddel, 
for there will be lilting there; 
For Jockie's to be married to Maggie, c 
the laſs with the gauden hair. 


THE END OF THE BLYTHIOME WEDDING. 


21 oO PANDA id. 


„erntet. 


OO D AND MARRIED AND . 


WOO'D and married and 4, 
| wood and married and a', 
! Was ſhe not very weel aff, 
was woo d and married and a. 
The bride came out of the byre, 
225 and O as ſhe dighted her checks, 
Sirs I'm to be married the night, 
and has nouther blanket nor ſheers ; 
Has nouther blankets nor ſheets, 
nor ſcarce a coverlet too ; 
The bride that has a' to borrow, 
has cen right meikle ado. 


WO00'D AND AAo 71 
Wood'd and maryied and „,, 
wood and married and a, 
Was ſhe not very weel aff, 
was wood and married and a'. 
Out ſpake the bride's father, 
as he came in frae the plough ; 
O had ye're tongue, my doughter, 
and ye's get gear enough ; 
The ftirk that ſtands i” the tether, 
and our bra baſin'd yade, 
Will carry ye hame your corn, 
what wad ye be at, ye jade? 
Wood and married and a, 
wood and married and a, 
Was ſhe not very weel aff, 
was wood and married and a. 
Out ſpake the bride's mither ; 
what d—1 needs à this pride? 
I had nae a plack in my pouch 
that night I was a bride; 


14 
My gown was 2 
and ne er « fark, ava; 
And ye hae ribbons and buſkins, 
mae than ane or twa. 
Woo d and married and 4, 
woo'd and married and a, 
Was ſhe not very weel aff, 
was wood and married and a“. 
What's the matter ? quo' Willie, 
tho we be ſcant o claiths, 
We'll creep the nearer the gither, 
and we'll ſmore a' the fleas; 
Simmer is coming on, 
and we'll get teats o' woo; 


And we'll get a laſs o' our ain, 
and ſhe'll ſpin claiths enev'. 
Woo'd and married and , 
woo'd and married and a, 
Was ſhe not very weel aff, 
was wood and married and a', 


WOO'D AND MARKIED. 


wo 


WOO'DAND MAKRAIED. iT 


Out ſpake the bride's brither, 

as he came in wi the ky ; 

Pure Willie had ne er à ta en ye, 

had he kent ye as weel as J, 

For you're baith proud and ſaucy, 

and no for a pure man's wife ; 

Gin 1 canna get a better, | 

iſe never tak ane i my life. | 

Woo'd, and married, and a', 

" wood, and married, and a, 

Was ſhe not very weel aff, 

was wood, and married, and a'. 

Out ſpake the bride's ſiſter, 

as ſhe came in frac the byre; 
O gin I were but married, | 
it's a' that I deſire : 

But we pure fok maun live ſingle, 
and do the beſt we can ; 

I dinna care what I ſhou'd want, 


if cou d but get a man. 
” 
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Wo d, and married, and «,, 


was wood, and married, and a. 
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«TAK YOUR AULD CLOAK ABOUT YE” 


Sang INTE 


«TAK TOUR AULD CLOAK ABOUT YE" 


IN winter when the rain rain'd cauld, 

And froſt and ſnaw on ilka hill, 

And Boreas, wi his blaſts ſae bauld, 

Was threat'ning a' our ky to kill: 

Then Bell my wife, wha lu'es nae ſtrife, _ 

She ſaid to me richt haſtily, | 

Get up, gudeman, ſave Cromie's life, 

And tak your auld cloak about ye. 

My Cromie is an uſefu cow, 

- And the is come © a gude kyne; 

Aft has ſhe wet the bairn's mou', 

And I am laith that ſhe ſhou'd tyne; 
| D 2 | 
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Get up, gudeman, it is fon time, 
The furs ſhines frac the lift ae hie; 


Sloth never made a gracious end, 
Gae tak your auld cloak about ye. 

My cloak was anes a gude grey cloak, 
When it was fitting for my wear; 

But now it's ſcantly worth a groat, 
For I hae worn't this threty year ; 
Let's ſpend the gear that we hae won, 
We little ken the day we'll die: 
Then I'll be proud, fince I hae ſworn 
To hae a new cloak about me. 

In days when our king Robert rang, 
His trews they coſt but half a crown; 
He faid they war a groat o'er dear, 
And ca'd the taylor thief and loun: 
He was the king that wore-a crown, 
And thou a man © laigh degree, 
'Tis pride puts a' the country down, 

Sac tak thy auld cloak about ye. * 


— — 


| 
| 


CLOAK ABOUT YE 
tka land has its ain laugh, 


tik kind o corn it has its hule, 

1 think the warld is u game daft, 

When ilka wife her man wa'd rule; 

Do ye not ſee Rob, Jock, and Hab, 

As they are girded gallantly, 

While I fit hurklen in the aſe; | 

I'll hae a new cloak about me. 
Gudeman, I wat tis threty years, 

Since we did ane anither ken ; 

| And we hae had between us twa, 

O lads and bonny laſſes ten: 

Now they are women grown and men, 

I wiſh and pray well may they be; 

And gif you prove a gude huſband, 

Een tak your auld cloak about ye. 
Bell my wife, ſhe lue's na ſtrife; 

But ſhe wad guide me, if ſhe can, 

And to maintain an eaſy life, 

| aft maun yield, tho I'm gudeman: 


„% © TAK YOUR AULIY CLOAK ABOUT YE 
Nocht's to be won at woman's han, 
Unleſs ye gf her « the ples; 

Then I'll leave aff where 1 began, 

And tak my auld cloak about me. 


THE une 07 © Tat YOUR SULD CLOSE 4800 r rE”, 
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«*GET UP AND BAR THE DOOR” 


IT fell about the Martinmas time, 

And a gay time it was then, 

When our goodwife got puddings to make, 

And ſhe boild them in the pan. 
The wind fac cauld blew fouth and north, 

And blew into the floor : 8 

Quoth our gudeman to our gudewife, 

„Gae but and bar the door.” 
„My hand is in my huſlyf ſkap, 

Gudeman, as ye may fee, 

An it ſhou'd na be barr'd thir hundre year, 

Its no be barr'd for me,” 


„ „rr AND DAR THE DOOR” 


we 


| They made a pedtion 'tween them twa, 
They made it frm and ſure; 
That the firſt word whader ſhou'd ſpeak, 
Shou'd riſe and bar the door. 

Then by there came ewa gentlemen, 
At twelve o clock at nicht, "mg 
And they could neither fee houſe nor ha', 

„Now whether is this a rich man's houſe ? 
Or whether is it a poor ?” 

But ne'er a word wad ane o them ſpeak, 
For barring o the door. 

And firſt they ate the white puddings, 
And then they ate the black ; 
Tho' muckle thought the gudewife to herſel, 
Yet neer a word ſhe ſpake. 

Then faid the ane unto the other, 
Here, man, tak" ye my knife, 
Do ye tak aff the auld man's beard, 


And I'll kifs the gudewife.” 
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*GET UP AND BAR THE DOORS 


„ But there's nac water in the houſe, 
And what ſhall we do than 
„What ails ye at the pudding broo, 
That boils into the pan?” 

O up then ſtarted our gudeman, 
An angry man was he; 
« Will ye kiſs my wife before my cen, 
And ſca d me wi pudding bree“ 

Then up and ſtarted our gudewife, 
Gied three ſkips on the floor ; 
Gudeman you've ſpoken the foremoſt word, 
« Get up and bar the door. 


N 


THE END Of * CET UP 4b B4k THE DOOR.” 
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80 
DRUKEN WIFE & GALLOWAY. 


DOWN in yon meadow a couple did tarrie, 
The gudewife ſhe drank naething but ſack and canary; 
The gudeman complain d to her friends richt airly. 
O gin my wife wad drink hooly and fairly. | 
{ Hooly and fairly, hooly and fairly, 

O gin my wife wad drink hooly and fairly,] 

Firſt ſhe drank crommy, and ſyne ſhe drank garie, 

And ſyne ſhe drank my bonie grey marie, 

That carried me thro' a' the dubs and the lairie, 

O gin my wife wad drink hooly and fairly, 

[Hooly and fairly, hooly and fairly, 
* O gin my wife wad drink heoly and fairly. 


s 


DRUKEN WIFE © GALLOWAY, T 


She drank her hoſe, ſhe drank her ſhoon, 

And ſyne ſhe drank her Bonny new gown ; 

She drank her fark that cover d her rarely, 

O gin my wife wad drink hooly and fairly, 

[Hooly and fairly, hooly and fairly, 

O gin my wife wad drink hooly and fairly. ] 
Wad ſhe drink her ain things, I wadna care, 

But ſhe drinks my claiths I canna weel ſpare; | 

When I'm wi my goſſips it angers me fairly, 

O gin my wife wad drink hooly and fairly, 

[Hooly and fairly, hooly and fairly, 

O gin my wife wad drink hooly and fairly.] 
My Sunday's coat ſhe's laid it a wad, 

The beſt blue bonnet cer was on my head; 

At kirk and at market I'm cover'd but barely. 

O gin my wife wad drink hooly and fairly. 

[Hooly, and fairly, hooly and fairly, 

O gin my wife wad drink hooly and fairly.] 


My bonny white mittens I wore on my hands, 
Wi' her neighbour's wife ſhe has laid them in pawns; 


My bane-headed ſtaff that I loo'd fo dearly. 
E 2 
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0 gin my wife wad drink hooly and fairly, 
[Hovly and fairly, hooly and fairly, | 
gin my wife wad drink hooly andfairly,] 
1222 ED 8 
Nor did I deny her the comforts of life, 
For when there's a war, I'm ay for a parley. 
[Hooly and fairly, hooly and fairly, 
O gin my wife wad drink hooly and fairly.) 
When there's ony fil'er, ſhe maun keep the purſe; 
If I ſeek but a bawbie, ſhe'll ſcold and the'll curſe; 
She lives like a queen, I ſcrimped and ſparely. 
O' gin my wife wad drink hooly and fairly. 
[Hooly and fairly, hooly and fairly, 
O' gin my wife wad drink hooly and fairly.) 
A pint wi her cummers I wad her allow, 
But when ſhe fits down, ſhe fills herſel fu', 
And when ſhe is fu' ſhe is unco cumſtairie. 8 
O gin my wife wad drink hooly and fairly. 
| [Hooly and fairly, hooly and fairly, 
O gia my wife wad drink hooly and fairly.] 


DRUKEN WIFE & GALLOWAY, 37 
When ſhe comes to the ſtreet, ſhe roars and ſhe rants, 
Has nae fear o her neighbours, nor minds the houſe wants; 
She rants up ſome fool-ſang, like, **Up ye'r heart Charlie,” 
O gin my wife wad drink hooly and fairly. 

Hooly and fairly, hooly and fairly, 

O gin my wife wad drink hooly and fairly.] 

When ſhe comes hame ſhe lays on the lads, 

The laſſes ſhe ca's baith limmers and jades, 

And cas myſel' ay ane auld cuckold carlie. 

O gia my wife wad drink hooly and fairly. 

| [Hooly and fairly, hooly and fairly, 

O gin my wife wad drink hooly and fairly.] 


THE END OF THE DEUKEN WIFE © GALLOWAY. 
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TODLEN BUTT AND TODLEN BEN 
A 

WHEN Ihe a ſfaxpence under my thumb. 

Then I'll get credit in ilka town: 

But aye when rn pure they bid me gang by 

O! poverty parts gude company. 

Todlen hame, todlen hame, 

Cou dna my luve come todlen hame ? 
Fair fa' the gudewife, and ſend her gude ſale, 

She gi'es us white bannocks to drink her ale, 

Syne, if that hcr tippony chance to be ſma', 

We'll take a gude ſcour Ot, and ca't awa'. 

Todlen hame, todlen hame, 

As round as a neep come todlen hame. 


| TODLEN BUTT AND TODLEN BEN. 39 
My kimmer and | lay down to ſleep, 

And twa pint-ſtoups at our bed's feet; | 
And aye when we waken d, we drank them dry 
What think ye o my wee kimmer and 1? 
Todlen but and, todlen ben, 


Sae round as my luve comes todlen hame. 

Leez me on liquor, my todlen dow, 

Ye're aye ſae gude humour'd when weeting your mou 
When ſober ſae ſour, ye'll fecht wi' a flac— 

That 'tis a blyth ſicht to the bairns and me 

When todlen hame, todlen hame, 

When round as a neep ye come todlen hame, 


THE END OF TODLEN BUTT AND TODLEN BEN. 
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S4ngG TEHTH 


ANDRO AND HIS CUTTY GUN. 


BLYTH, blyth, blyth was ſhe, 
Blyth was ſhe but and ben; 
And well ſhe lu'ed a Hawick gill, 
And leugh to ſee a tappit hen. 

She tuke me in, and ſet me doun, 
And hecht to keep me lawin free; 
But, cunnin carlin that ſhe was, 
She gart me birle my bawbie. 

We lu'ed the liquor well enough; 


But waes my heart my caſh was dune, 
Before that I had quench'd my drouth, 
And laith I was to pawn my ſhoon. 


ANDRO AND His CUTTY GUY. 4" 


When we had three times toom'd our ſtoup, 
And the nieſt chappin new begun, 
Wha ſtarted, in to heeze our hope ? 
Young Andro wi' his cutty gun. 

The carlin brought her kebbuck ben, 
Wi' girdle-cakes weell toaſted brown, 
| Weell dois the canny kimmer ken, 
They gar the ſcuds gae glibber down. 
We ca'd the bicker aft about ; 
Till dawnin we ne'er jec d our bum, 
And aye the cleaneſt drinker out, 

Was Andro wi his cutty gun. 

He did like ony mavis ſing, 

And as I in his oxter far, 

He ca'd me ay his bonny thing, 

And monny a ſappy kiſs 1 gat. 

hae been caſt, I hae been weſt, 

I hae been far ayont the fun ; 

But the blytheſt lad that cer I ſaw, 

Was Andro with his cutty gun. 
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THE END OF ANDRO AND HIS CUTTY GUN... 
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SH GC ELEVENTH, 


WILLY WAS 4A WANTON WAG. 


WILLY was a wanton wag, 
The blytheſt lad that cer I ſaw, 
At bridals till he bore the brag, 
And carried ay the gree awa : 
His doublet was of Zetland ſhag, 
And wow! but Willy he was braw, 
And at his ſhoulder hang a tag, 
That pleas'd the laſſes beſt of a. 
He was a man without a clag, 


His heart was frank without a flaw; 
And ay whatever Willy faid, 
It was ſtill hadden as a law. 


WILLY WAS A WANTON WAG, 
His boots they were made o the jag 
When he went to the weaponſhaw, 
Upon the green nane durſt him brag, 
The feind a ane amang them . 
And was nae Willy weell worth gowd ? 
He won the love o great and ſma'; 
For after he the bride had kiſs d, 
He kiſs d the laſſes hale-ſale a': 
dae merrily round the ring they row d, 
When be the hand he led them a, 
And ſmack on ſmack on them beſtow d, 
By virtue of a ſtanding law. 
And was nae Willy a great lown, 
As ſhyre a lick as cer was ſeen ? 
When he danc'd with the laſſes round, 
The bridegroom ſpeer'd where he had been, 
Quoth Willy, I've been at the ring, 
wr bobbing, faith, my ſhanks are fair ; 


Gae ca' your bride and maidens in, 


For Willy he dow do nae mair. +» 
1 
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44 WILLY WAS A WANTON WAG. 
Then reſt ye, Willy ; Tn gae ove, 

And for a wee fill up the ring 

But, ſhame light on his ſouple ſnout, 
He wanted Willy's wanton fling. 

Then ſtraight he to the bride did fare, 
Say's, well's me on your bonny face, 
With bobbing, Willy's ſhanks are ſair, | 
And I am come to fill his place, 
Bridegroom, ſhe ſays, you'll ſpoil the dance, 
| And at the ring you'll ay be lag, 
Unleſs like Willy ye advance; 
O! Willy has a wanton leg: 
For we't he learns us a' to ſteer, 
And foremaſt ay bears up the ring ; 
We will find nae fic dancing here, 
If we want Willy's wanton fling. 


THE END OF WILLY WAS 4 WANTON WAG. 
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SAG TWwELTH 


WAP AT THE WIDOW, MT LADDIE. 


THE widow can bake, and the widow can brew, 
The widow can ſhape and the widow can ſew, 
And mony braw things the widow can do; 
Then ha'e at the widow, my laddie. 

r courage attack her baith early and late, 

To kiſs her and clap her you manna be blate; 
Speak weell and do better, for that's the beſt gate | 
To win a young widow my laddie. 

The widow ſhe's youthfu', and never a'e hair 
The war of the wearing, and has a gude ſkair 
O every thing bonny ; ſhe's witty and fair, 

And has a rich jointure, my laddie ? 
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But ruins the wooer that's thowleſs and cauld, 


46 WAP AT THE WIDOW, MY LADDIE, 


What cou'd you wiſh better your pleaſure to crown, 

Than a widow, the bonnieſt toaſt i” the town, 

Wi naething but draw in your ſtool and fit down,” 

And ſport wi' the widow, my laddie? 
Then till her and kill her wi' courtifie dead, 

Tho' ſtark luve and kindneſs be a' ye can plead ; 

Be heartſome and airy, and hope to ſucceed 

Wi a bonny gay widow, my laddie. 

Strike iron while het, if ye'd ha'e it to wald, 

For Fortune aye favours the active and bauld. 


Unfit for the widow, my laddie. 


THE END OF WAP 4T THE WIDOW, MY LADDIE. 


WIDOW, ARE YE WAKING? 
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WIDOW, ARE TE WAKING? 


o WHA'S that at my chamber-door ? 
Pair widow are ye waking “ 
Auld carle, your ſuit give o'er, 
| Your luve lies a' in tawking. 
Gie me a lad that's young and tight, 
Sweet like an April meadow ; 
Tis fic as he can bleſs the fight, 
And boſom o a widow, 

„O widow, wilt thou let me in? 
I'm pawky, wiſe, and thrifty, 
And come © a right gentle kin; 
I'm little mair than fifty.” 


47 


„ WIDOW, ANZ YE WALING? 


Daft carle, dit your mouth, 

What ſignifies how pawky, 

Or gentle born ye be, but youth, 

In luve ye re but a gawky. 
„Then, widow, let theſe guineas ſpeak, 

That powerfully plead clinkan ; 

And if they fail, my mouth I'll eek, 


THE END OF WIDOW, 48 TE WAKING. 
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MY JO JANET. 


5 % FOUnTEHENTH, 
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OSWEE T Sir, for your courtiſie, ä 
When ye come by the Baſs then, 

For the luve ye bear to me, 
Buy me a keekin-glaſs then ?--- 

Keek into the draw-well, Janet, Janet ; | 
And there yell ſee your bonny ſell, my Jo Janet. 

Keekin in the draw-well clear, 

What if I ſhou d fa' in then? 
Syne a' my kin will ſay and ſwear, 

1 drown'd myſell for fin then ?--- 
Had the better be the brae, Janet, Janet; 


Had the better be the brae, my Jo Janet. 
| G 


30 MY JO JAWET. 

Kind Sir, for your courtiſie, 

For the luve ye bear to me, 

Buy me a pair of ſheen then? 

Clout the auld, the new are dear, Janet, Janet ; 

80 ger any i „„ 
But what if dancing on the green, 

And ſkippin like a mawking, 

Gin they ſhould ſee my clouted ſheen, 

Dance aye laigh, and late at een, Janet, Janet. 

Syne a their fau ts will no be ſeen, my Jo Janet. 
Kind Sir, for your courtiſie, | 

When ye gae to the croſs then, 

For the luve ye bear to me, 

Buy me a pacin-horſe then ?--- 

Pace upo' your ſpinnin-wheel, Janet, Janet, 

Pace upo' your ſpinnin-wheel, my Jo Janet.--- 
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My 
ſpinnin-wheel is auld and tiff, 
The ſtand, 
rock 
5 —— 
But == anet 
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$SCORNYU WANGY, 


SAG FIFFELNTHY 


$CORNIU NANS T. 


NANSY'S to the Green-wood gane, 


To hear the gowdfpink chatt rin, 
And Willie he has followed her, 


' To gain her luve by flattrin: 


But a' that he cou d fac or do, 
She geck'd and ſcorned at him ; 
And aye when he began to woo, 
She bade him mind wha gat him. 
What ails ye at my dad, quoth he, 
My minny, or my anty ? 
Wi' crowdymoudy they fed me, 
Langkail and rantytanty : 


Wi bannocks o' gude harley - meal, 

Of thae there was richt plenty, 

Wi chapped kail butter d fu' weel ; 

And was not that richt dainty ? 

Ache my daddie was nae laird, 
(Tis daſſia to be vaunty,) 

He keepit ay a gude kail-yard, 

 Aha-houſe and a pantry; ; 

A gude blue bannet on his head, 

An oerlay bout his craigy ; . 

And aye untill the day he died 

He rade on gude ſhanks-naigy, 
Now wae and wonder on your ſnour, 

Wad ye hae bonny Nanſy ? 

Wad ye compare yourſell ro me, 

A docken to a tanfſy ? 

I hae a wooer o my ain, 

They ca' him ſouple Sandy, 

And weel I wat his bonny mou 

Is ſweet like ſugarcandy. 


SCORNEFU NANG Y. 
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Wow, Nanſy, what needs à this din ? 
Do 1 not ken this Sandy ? | 


I'm ſure the chief 0 4 his kin 
Was Rab the beggar randy ; 
His minny Meg upo* her back 
Bare baith him and his billy ; 
Will ye compare a naſly pack 
To me your winſome Willie? 
My gutcher left a gude braid ford, 
Tho it be auld and ruſty, 

Yet ye may tack it on my word, 
It is baith ſtout and truſty; 
And gif I can but get it drawn, 
Which will be richt uneaſy, 

I ſhall lay baith my lugs in pawn, 
That he ſhall get a heezy, 

I ken he's but a coward thief ; 
| Your titty Beſs can tell him, 
How wi' her rock ſhe beat his beef, 
And ſwore that ſhe wad fell him. 


Then he lay blirtin, like a ſheep, 
And faid he was « ſau ter; 
$yne unto her did chirm and cheep, 
And aſked pardon at her, 
Then, bonny Nanſy, turn to me, 
And fo prevent all evil; 
Let thy proud ſpeeches now a' be, 
And pruve ſomewhat mair civil ? 
| Bid ſouple Sandy get him gone, 
And court his auld coal Maggie, 
Wi a his duds outo'er his drone, 
And noucht about his craigie? 


And ſaid, did Sandy hear Ye. 
Ye wadna miſs to get 5 dem; 
I ken he diſna fear ye: 
ae had your tongue and ſay nac mair, 
Set ſomewhere elſe your fancy ; 
| For as langs Sandy's to the fore, 
Ye never ſhall get Nanſy. 


THE END oF SCORNFU' NANSY. 


SCORNHFYW WANSY 


Then Nanſy turn d her round about, 
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GIN ye meet a bonny laſſie, 
Gi'e her a kiſs and let her gae; 
But gin ye meet a dirty huſſy, 
Fy gar rub her oer wi' ſtrae. 
Be ſure ye dinna quit the grip 
O ilka joy when ye are young, 
Before auld age your vitals nip, 
And lay you twafald or a rung. 

Sweet youth's a blyth and heartſome time; 
Then, lads and laſſes, while tis May, 
Gae pu' the gowan in its prime, 
Before it wither and decay. 
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FY GAR RUB HER O'FR WY STRAF, 75 
Watch the ſaft minutes o' delyte, 

When Jenny ſpeaks beneath her breath, 

And kiſſes, laying a' the wyte 

On you, if ſhe keep ony ſkaith. 

Haith ye're ill bred ſhe'll, ſmiling, ſay, „ 

Yell worry me, ye greedy rook ; ; 

Syne frac your arms ſhe'll rin away, 

And hide herſel in ſome dark nuke. 

Her laugh will lead you to the place 


Where lies the happineſs ye want, 


And plainly tell you to your face, 


Nineteen nae-ſays are half a' grant. | nw | 


Now to her heeving boſom cling, 

And ſweetly tooly for a kits : 

Frac her fair finger whoop a ring, 

As taiken of a future bliſs. 

Theſe benniſons, I'm very ſurc, 

Are of the gods indalgent grant; 

Then, ſurly carles, whiſh't, forbear 

To plague us wi' your whining cant. 

THE END OF FY GAR KUB HER OE'R W1' STRAE, 
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0 MITHEA DEAR 


O MITHER dear, I gin to fear, 
Tho' I'm baith gude and bonny, 

| winna keep; for in my fleep, 
I ſtart and dream o Johny. 
When Johny then comes down the glen, 
To woo me, dinna hinder ; | 

Bur with content gi-your conſent, 

For we twa neer can finder. 

Better marry, than miſcarry ; 

For ſhame and ſkaith's the clink o'r; 

To thole the dool, to mount the ſtool, — 
1 downa bide to think o't; 


O MITHER DEAR ' 9 
vie while tie time, I' ſhun the crime, 
That gars poor Epps gae whinging, 
With haunches fow, and cen ſue blew, 
To the bedrals bingeing, 
Had Eppy's apron biden down, 
The kirk had ne'r a kend it ; 
But when the word's gane thro' the town, 


Alake how can ſhe mend it! 


Now Tam maun face the miniſter, 

And ſhe maun mount the pillar: _ 
And that's the way that they maun gae, 
For poor fok hae nae filler. 

Now had ye'r tongue, my Achter young, 
Replied the kindly mither, 

Get Johny's hand in haly band, 

Syne wap your wealth togither. 

I'm o the mind, if he be kind, 

Ye'll do your part diſcreetly ; 

And prove a wife, will gar his life, 


And barrel run richt ſweetly, 


THE END OF 0 MITHER DEAT 
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'T1IS nae very lang finſyne, 

That I had a lad of my ain; 

But now he's awa' to anither, 

And left me a' my lane: 

The laſſie he's courtin has filler, 

And I hae nane at a; | 

And tis nought but luve o the tocher, 


ww 


That's tane my lad aa. | 
But I'm blyth, that my heart's my ain, 

And I'll keep it a' my life, 

Untill that I meet wi' a ladie 

Wha hasſenſe to wale a gude wife. 


MY HEART'S MY tu 

| For though 1 ſay't myſell, 

That ſhou'd nae ſay t, tis true, 

The lad that gets me for a wife, 

He'll ne er hae occaſion to rue. 
[ gang aye fu' clean and fu toſh, 

As 4 the neighbours can tell; 


Though I've ſeldom a gown on my back, 


But fic as I ſpin myſell. 

And when I am clad in wy curtſey,. | 
_ I think ww as bras; 

As Suſy, wi' a her pearlin, - . 
That's tane my ladie awa', 


Bat I wiſh they were buckled gia, a 


And may they live happy for life; 


Tho' Willie does flight me, and's left me, ; 


The chield he dcſerves a good wife, 


But, O! I'm blyth that Iv'e miſs'd him, 


As blyth as I weel can be; 
For ane that's ſae keen o the filler, 


Will never agree wi' me. 


64 MY HEART'S MY AIK, 

ut as the truth is, Im hearty, | 

| hate to be ſerimpit or ſcant 5 

The wie thing 1 hae, I'll mak uſe ot, 

And nac ane about me ſhall want. 

For I'm a gude guide o the warld, , 

1 ken when to ha'd and to gie; 

For whinging and cringing for _ 

Will never agree wi me. 
Contentment is better than riches, 

An' he wha has that has enough; 

The maſter is ſeldom ſae happy 

As Robin that drives the plough, 

But if a young lad wou'd caſt up, 

To make me his partner for life; 

If the chield has the ſenſe to be happy, 

He'll fa' on his feet for a wife. 


THE END CF MY HESRT'S MY A412. 
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THE MARINERS WIFE. 


BUT are you ſure the news is true 

And are you ſare he's weel? 

Is this a time to think o wark? 

Ye jade, fling by your wheel. 

There's nae luck about the houſe, 
There's little luck at a, 

There's nae luck about the houſe 


When our gudeman's awa. 


ls this a time to think 0 wark, 
When Colin's at the door * 
Rax me my cloak, I'll down the key, 
And fee him come aſhore, 


64 THE MARINER'S wir. 
| There's nas luck «bout the houſe, 
There's little luck at a, 
There's nae luck about the houſe 
When our gudeman's awa', | 
Riſe, up and mak # clean fire-fide, 
Put on the muckle pat ; 2 
Gie little Kate her cotton gown, = 
And Jock his Sunday's coat. 
There's nae luck about the houſe, 
| There's little luck at a, 
* There's nae luck about the houſe 
When our gudeman's awa”. | 
Gae mak their ſhoon as black as flacs, 
Their ſtockings white as ſnaw ; 
It's a' to pleaſure our gudeman, 
He likes to ſee them braw. 
There's nae luck about the houſe, 
There's little luck at a', 
There's nae luck about the houſe 
When our gudeman's awd. 


There are twa hens into the crib, 
Hae fed this month and mair, 


Mak haſte and thraw their necks about, 


That Colin weil may fare. 
There's nae luck about the houſe, 
There's little luck at a', 


Theres nae luck about the houſe 


When our gudeman's aws', 
Bring down to me my bigoner, | 

| My biſhop-ſattin gn 
And then gae tell the Bailie's wife, 

. That Colin's come to town. 

"There's nae luck about houſe, 

There's little luck at a', 

There's nae luck about the houſe 

When our gudeman's awa'. 

My Turkey flippers I'l) put on, 

My ſtockins pearl blue, 

And a' to pleaſure our 

+ For he's baith leel and 


THE MARINER'S W ͥ k. 
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Ds, 


| As he comes up the ſtair. 


There's nae luck about the houſe, 


Theres little luck at 3, 


There's nae luck about the houſe 
When our gudeman's aws', | 


ts ton — 
His very tread has muſic int 


There's nae luck about the houſe, 
There's little luck at 4, 2 
There's nae luck about the houſe, 
When our gudeman's awa'. 
ann? 
And will I hear him ſpeak ? 
I'm downriche dizzy wi” te joy 
In troth I'm like to greet ! 
There's nae luck about the houſe, 
There's little luck at a, 


| There's nae luck about the houſe 


When our gudeman's awa'. 


THE MARINER'S Wire, 


THE END OF THE MARINER'S WIFE. 


PATIE'S WEDDING 6 


SAC TWENTIETH 


PATIE'S WEDDING. 


AS Patie came up frae the glen, 
He met bonny Meg gangin hame, | 
Her beauty was like for to ſmore him. 
O dinna ye ken, bonny Meg, 
That you and 1's ga'en to be married? 
I rather had broken my leg, 
Before fic a bargain miſcarried. 
Na, Patie---O wha's tell d you that? | | 
I think that o news they ve been ſcanty, ö 
That I ſhould be married ſo ſoon, 


or yet ſhould hae been ſac flantly: 
WY 


e 


| winna be married the year, 


For weel a wat | dinna want ye. 
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„ PATIL nne. 


Suppoſe I were courted by twenty ; 
Sac, Patie, ye need nas mair ſpear, 


Now, Maggie, what maks ye ſac ſweer ? 
Ist 'cauſe that I haena a mailin ? 
The lad that has plenty & gear 


Need ne'er want a half or a hail ane. 


My dad has a gude grey mare, 

And your's has twa cows and a filly ; 

And that will be plenty o gear, 

ae Maggie, be no ſae ill-willy. 
Indeed, Pattie I dinna ken, 

But firſt ye mann ſheir at my daddy : 


| ako edifice at, 


And I canna ſay but I'm ready. 
There's plenty o yarn in clues, | 
To make me a coat and a jimpy, 
And plaiden eneugh to be trews, 
Gif ye get it I ſhanna ſkrimp ye. 


Now fair fa' ye, my bonny Mey, 3 
I's let a wee ſmacky fs on you. 
May my neck be as lang as my leg, 
1 1 be an ill huſband unto you. 
br gang your way hame ee 
Make ready gin this day fifteen days, 
And tell your father the news, 

That III be his fon in great kindneſs, 
It was nae lang after that, 
Wha came to our biggin but Patie, . 
Weel dreſt in a braw new coat, 
And wow but he thought himſelf prettie. 
His bannet was little frae new, 
In it was a loop and a flitty, 
To tie in a ribbon ſae blue, 
To bab at the neck o his coaty. 

Then Patie came in wi' a tend, 
Said, peace be here to the biggin. 
You're welcome, quo William, come ben, 


Or I wiſh it may rive frae the riggin. 


PFATIES WEDDING. 


* 


PATTIES WEDDING. 
Now draw in your ſeat and fit down, 
And tell's «' your news in a hurry 3 
And haſte ye, Meg, and be done, 
And hing on the pan wi' the berry. 

| Quoth Patie, my news is nae thrang ; 
 Yeſtreen | was wi his Honour; R 
I've taen three rigs of bra land, 
And hae bound myſel under a bonour, 
And now my errand to you 

1s for Meggy to help me to labour; | 
1 a 
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gs. 

That had amaiſt died of the fide-ill, 
And that ill be plenty of bree, 
Sac lang as our well is nae reiſted, 
To all the good neighbours and we, 
And I think we'll no be that ill feaſted. 


„14s WwEDbinG. 
Quoth Patie, O that'il do weel, 
And TI gie you your broſe in the mornin, 
© kail that was made yeſtreen, 4 


 'For 1 like them beſt in the forenoon, 


8. Tam the piper did play, 
And ilka ane danc'd that was willin, 
And a the lave they ranked through, 

And they held the ſtoupy ay fillin, 
I) be auld wives fat and they chew'd, 
| And when that the carles grew nappy, | 

They danc'd as weel as they dow'd, | 
Vir a crack o their thumbs and a kappie. 


| The lad that wore the white band, 
think they cau'd him Jamie Mather, 
And he tuke the bride by the hand, 
And cry d to play up Maggie Lauder. 


THE END OF PATIE's WEDDING. 


Js nr Ae THE ens AT ME. 
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1 AM a batchelor winſome, 
A farmer by rank and degree, 
| And few I ſee gang out mair handſome 
To kirk or to market, than me: 
4 have outſicht and inſicht, and credit, 
And from any eeleſt I'm free; 
=. | I'm well enough boarded and beded, 
4 And what ails the laſſes at me? 
My boughts of good ftore are no ſcanty, 
My byers are well ſtocked with ky, 
Of meal, in my girnels is plenty, 
And twa or three eaſements forby 


WHAT AILS THE Lues AT ur. 
A horſe to ride out when they're weary, 
And cock with the beſt they can ſee, 
And then be ca'd dawty and deary, 
[ fairly what ails them at me! | 
Behind backs, afore fouk, I've wood them, 
An all the gates ot that I ken, 

And when they leugh on me, | trow'd them, 
And thought I had won, but what then ? 
When 1 ſpeak of matters, they grumble, 

Nor are condeſcending and free, 
But at my propoſals aye ſtumble, 
I wonder what ails them at me! 
| Ive try'd them baith highland and lowland, 
Where I a gude bargain cud ſee. 
But nane o them found I, wad fall in, 
Or ſay they wad buckle wi' me. 
Wi! jouks arid with ſcraps I've addreſs'd them, 
Been wi them baith modeſt and free; 
But whatever way I careſs d them, 
There's ſomething till ails them at me. 
K 


Fa 
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74 WHAT AILS THE LASSES AT ME. 
O if tend how but to gain them, 

How fond of the knack wad I be! 

Or what an addreſs could obtain them, 
It ſhould be twice welcome to me, 

If kiſſing and dawting wad pleaſe them, 
That trade 1 ſhould drive till I die; 

But however | ſtudy to caſe them, 

They ve ſtill ſome exception at me. | 
Theres wrancks and cripple, and cn 
And all the wandoghes that I ken, | 
No ſooner they ſpeak to the wenches, 
But they are ta'en far enough ben. 
But when I ſpeak to them that's ſtately, 
I find them ay ta en with the gee, 
And get the denial richt flatly. 
What think ye can ail them at me? 

I have yet but ac offer to make them, 
If they wad but hearken to me; 
And that is, Im willing to tak them, 
If they their conſent wad but gie. \ 


WHAT AILS THE LASSES AT ME. 
Let her that's content write a biller, 
And get it tranſmitted to me ; 


[ hereby engage to fulan it, = 
Tho' cripple, the“ blind the ſud be, 


BILLET BY JEANT GRADDEN. 5 


DEAR batchelor, I've read your billet, 
Your ſtrait and your hardſhips I fee, 
And tell you it ſhall be fulfilled, 
| Tho' it were by none other but me. 
"Theſe forty years I've been neglected 
And nane has had pity on me 
Tuck effire ould net be rejatted, 
Whoever the offerer be. 

For beauty I lay no claim to it, 
Or then may be 1 had been away, 
Though tocher or kindred could do it, 


have no pretenſions to that, 
= 2 


5 
76 BILLET BY jEANY GRADDEN, 

The moſt I can ay, I'm « woman, 

And that 1 « wife want to be, 
| And Ik exception-at no man, 
That's willing to tak nane at me. 
And now I think 1 may be cocky, 
Since fortune has ſmurtl'd on me. 
I'm Jeany and ye ſhall be Jockie, 
Tis right we together ſud be; 


For nane of us cud find a marrow, 


| $0 ſadly forfairn were we; 


Fouk ſud no at any thing tarrow, 
Whoſe chance looked naething to be. 
On Tueſday ſpeer for Jeany Gradden, 
When I in my pens mean to be; 
Juſt at the ſign of the old maiden, 
Where ye ſhall be ſure to meet me. 
Bring wi you the prieſt for the wedding, 
That a things then ended may be; 
And we'll cloſe the whole with the beddin, 
96—— 


MELEY BY jEANY GRADDEN. 
A cripple I'm not, ye forſta me ? 

Tho' lame & a hand that 1 be; 

Nor blind is there reaſon to ca' me, 
Altho' 1 ſee but with ae eye: 

But I'm juſt the chap that you wanted, 
80 tightly our ſtate doth agree: 

For nane wad hae you, ye have granted, 

| As few I confels, wad hae me 


THE END OF WHAT A4ILS THE LASSCs AT ME, 
AND THE BILLET BY JEANT GRADDEN, 
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COME, gie's a ſang, the Lady cry d, 
And lay your diſputes all afide, 
What ſigniſies t for folks to chide 
For what's been done before them ? 
Let Whig and Tory all agree, 
Whig and Tory, Whig and Tory, 

Let Whig and Tory all agree, 

To drop their whigmegmorum : 

Let Whig and Tory all agree, 

To ſpend this nicht with mirth and glee, 
And cheerfu” ſing alang wi' me 

The reel o Tullochgorum, 


TULLOCHGORUM 
Tullochgorum's my delight, 
ſe gars us 4 in ane unite ; 
And ony ſumph that keeps up ſpite, 
In conſcience 1 abhor him. 
Blithe and merry we's be a, 

Bliche and merry, blithe and merry, 
Blithe and merry we's be a, 

To make a chearfu' quorum, 

Bliche and merry we's be a 

As lang's we ha'e a breath to draw. 
And dance, till we be like to fa, 
The reel of Tullochgorum. 


Wi' dringin dull Italian lays, 

I wadna gie our ain Strathſpeys 

For half a hunder ſcore oem: 
They're douff and dowie at the beſt, 
Douff and dowie, douff and dowie ; 
They're douff and dowie at the beſt, 
Wi a' their variorum: 


There needs na be ſo great a phraſe 
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Ss ' TULLOCHGCORUM 
They're doulf and dowie at the beſt, 
Their allegros, and a the reſt, 5 
They canna' pleaſe « Highland taſte, 
Compat d wi' Tullochgorum, IN 
let wardly minds themſelves oppreſs 

Wi ſear o want, and treble ceſs; | 
And filly ſauls themſelves diſtreſs 

Wi keeping up decorum : 
Sour and ſulky, four and fulky ; 
Shall we ſae ſour and ſulky ſit, 
Like auld Philoſophorum ? 
Shall we ſue ſour and ſulky, fir, 
Wi' neither ſenſe, nor mirth, nor wit? 
And canna riſe to ſhake a fit 
At the reel o Tullochgorum. 
May choiceſt bleſſings ſtill attend 
Each honeſt-hearted open friend, 
And calm and quiet be his end, 
| Be a' that's good before him 


TULLOCHGORUM 
May pexce and plenty be his lot, 

Peace and plenty, peace and plenty ; 
Muy peace and plenty by his lot, 

| And dainties A great ſtore m 

May peace and plenty be his lot, 

Unſtain'd by any vicious blot ; 

| And may he never want a groat 

| That's fond o Tullochgorum. 

But for the diſcontented fool, 

| Who wants to be oppreſſion's tool, 

| May envy gnaw his royen foul, | 

And blackeſt fiends devour him! 
May dule and ſorrow be his chance, 
Dule and ſorrow, dule and lorrow, 
May dule and forrow be his chance, 

And honeſt fauls abhor hi:a ! 


May dule and ſorrow be his chance, 


And 2 the ills that come frae France, 


Whoc er he be chat winna dance 


5 The rect o Follochgorun Ye 


THE END OF T C1 I SCHCONUMN. 
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5 ; 
JOHN O BADENTON 


WRHITT oY BY THY SAT eres. 
"3+ 
WHEN firſt I came to be a man 
O twenty years or ſo, 
thought myſe!' a handſome youth, 
And fain the warld wud know. 
In beſt attire I ſtept abroad, 

Wil ſpirits briſk and gay, 
And here, and there, and every where, 
Was like a morn in May. 

No care I had, nor fear o want, 

But rambled up and doun, 

And for a beau I might have paſs'd 
In country or in toun: 


Joh & BADExYON. 


1 fill was pleas'd wherder I went, 

And when I was alone, 

| tun'd my pipe and pleas'd myſol 

Wi” John o' Badenyon, 
Now in the days o youthfu” prime 

A miſtreſs I mun find ; 

For luve, they ſay, gies ane an air, 

And ev en improves the mind, 

On Phillis fair, aboon the reſt, 

Kind Fortune fix d my eyes, 

Her piercing beauty ſtruck my heart, 

And ſhe became my choice : 

To Cupid then, wi' hearty prayer 

I offer d many a vow, 


And danc'd, and ſung, and figh'd and ſwore, 


As other luvers do : 
But when at laſt I breath'd my flame, 
I found her cauld as ſtone; 


I left the girl, and tun d my pipe, 


To John o' Badenyon. 
— 


When luve had thus my heart beguil'd 
W? fooliſh hopes and vain; 
To triendihig's port 1 hd my courſe, | 
And laugh'd at luver's pain. 
A friend 1 got ty tet ines, 
'Twas ſomething like divine; 

An honeſt friend's a precious gift, 
And fic a gift was mine: 

And now whatever micht betide, 
A happy man was I, 

In any ſtrait I knew to whom © 
I freely might apply; 

A ſtrait ſoon came, my friend I try'd, 
Ile laugh d and ſpurn'd my moan. 
[ hy'd me hame, and pleas'd myſe! 
Wi' John o Badenyon. | 
I thought 1 ſhould be wiſer next, 
And wad a patriot turn, 

Began to doat on Johnny Wilks, 
And cry up Parſon Horne; 


#; Jon & WADFNHYON, 


JOnN & BADENYON 


Their noble ſpirit | admir'd, 
And pris d their manly zeal : 
Who had with flamin tongue and pen 
Maiatain'd the public weal: 
et Cer a month, or twa was paſt, 
I found myſef betray'd ; 
"['was Self and Party after a', 
For a' the ſlir they made. 
Ar laſt I ſaw theſe factious knaves 
Infult the very throne, 
| cursd them a', and tun'd my pipe, 
To John o Badenyon. 
What next to do I mus'd a while, 
Still hopin to ſucceed, 
I pitch'd on bukes for company, 
And gravely try'd to read; 
I bocht and borrow'd every where, 
And ſtudy'd nicht and day ; 
Nor miſt what Dean or Doctor wrote, 
That happened in my way, 


"; 


D 


0 


| 36 JOHN & BADENYON. 
21 Philoſophy l now eſteem'd 
| The ornament o youth : 
And carefully thro' many a page 
I hunted after truth, 
A thouſand various ſchemes I try'd, 
And yet was pleas'd wi' none, 
| threw them by, and and tun'd my pipe 
To John o' Badenyon. 
dad cow yo youngite crary when, 
Wha want to make a ſhow, 
125. 20 
For happineſs below: | 
What you may fancy plcaſure here 
Is but an empty name, py 
For girls, and friends, and bukes, and fo, 
You'll find them a' the fame. 
Then be advisd and warni ng take 
Frae ſic a man as me, | 
I'm neither Pope nor Cardinal, 
Nor ane o' high degree 


JOHN © BADENYON. 
You'll find diſpleaſure every where; | 
Than do as J hae done, : 
Len tune your pipe, and pleaſe yourſel 

r John o Badenyon, | 


THE £9D OF JOHN & D4DEXYTON, 
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AULD LANG sr. 


SHOU'D auld acquaintance be forgot, 
Tho' they return wi” ſcars? 
Theſe are the noble hero's lot, 
Obtain d in glorious wars: 
Welcum, my Varo, to my breaſt, 
Thy arms about me twine, 
And mak me ance again as bleſt, 
As I was lang ſyne. 

Methinks around us on each bough 
A thouſand Cupids play, 
Whilſt through the groves I wauk wi' you, 
Each object maks me gay 


Since your return, the ſun and moon 

Wi' brighter beams do ſhine, 

Streams murmur ſoft notes while the run, 
As they did lang ſyne. 

Deſpiſe the court and din o ſtate ; 

Let that to their ſhare fa, 
Wha can eſteem ſuch flav'ry — 
While bounded like a ba“: 

But ſunk in luve, within my arms 

Let your brave head recline ; 

We'll pleaſe ourſels wi” mutual charms, 

As we did lang ſyne. 

O'er moor and dale wi your gay friend 


You may purſue the chaſe, 

And, after a blyth bottle, end 

A cares in my embrace: 

And in a vacant rainy day, 

You ſhall be wholly mine; 

We'll mak the hours run ſmooth away, 


And laugh at lang ſyne. 
M 


AULD LANG SYNE., 


#9 


AULD LANG rr 


The hero, plens d wi' the ſweet air, 
The ſigns of gen'rous luve, 

Which had been utter'd by the fair, 
Bow'd to the powr's above ; 
Next day, wi” glad conſent and haſte, 
They approach'd the ſacred ſhrine ; | 
Where the good prieſt the couple bleſt, 
And put them out o pine. 


THE END OF SULD LANG SYNE. 


BONNY L455 O' BRANKSOME., gr 


ILL ASIASCEAZIASY 


HH BONNT L485 & BRANKSOME. 


AS I came in by Tiviot fide, 


And by the braes o Brankſome, 
There firſt I ſaw my bonny bride, 
Young, ſmiling, ſweet, and handſome ; 
Her ſkin was faitzr than the down, 
And white as alabaſter; 


Her hair a ſhining wavy brown; 


In ſtraightneſs nane ſurpaſt her. 

Life glow'd upon her lip and cheek, 
Her clear een were ſurpriſing, | 
And beautifully turn'd her neck, : 


Her little breaſts juſt riſing : 
M 2 


„ BONNY 1499 O SHANKSOME. 


Nae ſilken hoſe wi' guſhets fine, 
Or ſhoon wi' glancin laces, 
On her bare leg, forbad to ſhine. 
Weell-ſhapen native graces. 

Ae little coat, and bodice white, 
Was ſum & 4 her claithing ; 
Een theſe o'er mich le mair delyte 
She'd given clad wi naething. 
She lean'd upon a flowry brae, 
By which a burny trotted ; 
On her 1 glowr'd my ſaul away, 
While on her ſweets I doated. 

A thouſand beauties o' deſert 
Before had ſcarce alarm'd my | 
Till this dear artleſs ſtruck my heart, 
And, not deſigning, charm'd me. 
Hurry'd by love, cloſe to my breaſt 
I claſp'd this fund o bliſſes ; 
Wha ſmil'd, and faid, without a prieſt, 
Sir, hope for nocht but kiſſes. 


BONNY 1455 O, BRANKSOME, 9 


| had nac heart to do her harm, 

And yet I could nae want her; 

What ſhe demanded, Ilka charm 

O her's pled, I ſhou'd grant her, * 
Since Heaven had dealt to me a rowth, 
Straight to the kirk I led her: 

There plichted her my faith and trowth, 
And a young lady made her, 


THE END OF THE BONKY Lats 5 gRANESOME. 
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„% COLLIER'S BONNY LASSIE. . 


SAG TWENTIETH, 


THECOLLIER'S BONNT LASSIE, 


THE collier has a dochter, 
And O ſhe's wond'rous bonny, 
A laird he was that ſocht her, 
Rich baith in lands and money: 
The tutors watch'd the motion 
O this young honeſt luver ; 
But luve is like the ocean; 
Wha can its depth diſcover ! 
He had the art to pleaſe ye, 
And was by a' reſpeQted ; 

His airs fat round him eaſy, 
Genteel, but unaffected, 


COLLIER'S BONNY LASSIF, 


The collier's bonnie laſfie, 
Fair as the new-blown lillie, 

Ay ſweet, and never ſaucy, 
Secur d the heart of Willie, 

1. lov'd beyond expreſſion = 
The charms that were about her, 
And panted for poſſeſſion, 

His life was dull without her. 
After mature reſolving, 
Cloſe to his breaſt he held her, 
In ſafteſt flames diſſolving, 
He tenderly thus tell'd her: 
My bonny collier's dochter, 
Let naething diſcompoſe ye, 
Tis no your ſcanty tocher 


Shall ever gar me loſe ye: 
For I have gear in plenty, 
And luve ſays, 'tis my duty 
To ware what Heaven has lent me, 
Upon your wit and beauty. 


THE END OF THE COLLIER'S BONNY LASSIE. 
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9 Nen YOUNG TO MARRY YET. 


ELLIS SILESCEIZEESY 


I'M O'ER TOUNG TO MARRY YET. 


I am my mammy's ae bairn, 
WY” unco folk I weary, Sir, 

And lying in a man's bed, 

I'm fley'd it make me irie, Sir. 
m oer young, I'm o'er young, 
I'm oer young to marry yet; 
I'm o'er young, 'twad be a fin 


To tak me frac my mammy yet. 
Hallow-maſs is come and gane, 
The nichts are lang in winter, Sir; 
| And you an' I in ae bed, 
| 1 In trowth, I dare na venture, Sir. 


| 7 


ru O'ER YOUNG TO MARRY YET, 9 
I'm oer young, I'm o'er young, 
I'm o'er young to marry yet; 
I'm o'er young, 'ewad be a fin 
To tak me frae my mammy yet. 

Fu' loud and ſhill the froſty wind 
Blaws thro the leafleſs timmer, Sir; 
But if ye come this gate again, 

n aulder be gin ſimmer, Sir. 
I'm o'er young, I'm oer young, 
I'm Oer youag to marry yet; 
rm Oer young; twad be a fin 
To tak me frac my mammy yer, 


THE END OF I'M ©'ER YOUNG TO MARRY YET. 
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MAGCIE LAUDE kk 


WHA wad na be in love 
Wi' bonny Maggie Lauder? DN 
A piper met her gaun to Fife, 
And ſpeir d what was't they ca'd her; 
Right ſcornfully ſhe anſwer'd him, 
Begone, you hallanſhaker ; 
Jog on your gate, you bladderſkate ; 
My name is Maggie Lauder. 
Maggie, quoth he, and, by my bags, 
I'm fidging fain to ſee thee; | 
Sit down by me, my bonny bird, 
In troth I winna ſteer thee ; 
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1 4001 LAUDER 


For I'm a piper to my trade, 
My name is Rob the Ranter, 
The laſſes loup as they were daft, 
When | blaw up my chanter, 
Piper, quoth Meg, hae ye your bags 
Or is your drone in order ? 
If you be Rob, I've heard of you, 
Live you upo the border ? 
The laſſes a', baith far and near, 
Have heard o' Rob the Ranter ; 
In ſhake my foot wi' right gudewill, 
Gif youll blaw up your chanter. 

Then to his bags he flew wi' ſpeed, 
About the drone he twiſted ; 
Meg up and wallopd oer the green, 
For brawiy could ſhe friſk it. 


Weel done \—quoth he : play up,—quoth ſhe : 


Weel bob'd !—quoth Rob the Ranter ; 
Tis worth my while to play indeed, 


When I hae fic a dancer. 
N 2 


160 MAGGIE LAUDER 


Weel hae you play'd your part, quoth Meg, 
Your checks are lnb the eb / 


There's nane in Scotland plays ſae weel, 
Since we loſt Habby Simpſon. 
I've livd in Fife, baith maid and wife, 
Theſe ten years and a quarter: 

Gin you ſhould come to Enſter fair, 
Speir ye for Maggie Lauder. 


L * 
” 


THE END OF MAGGIE LAUDER, AND OF CLAS FHE FIRST, 


OF THE 


LOWLANDS OF SCOTLAND, 


CLASS SECOND. 


S4HG FIkgsr. 
e 


WHEN Meggy and I were acquaint, 
I carried my noddle fu hie, 

Nae lintwhite on a' the gay plain, 

Nor goudſpink fac bonny as ſhe. 

I whiſtled, I pip d, and I ſang, 
I wood, but | came nae great ſpeed, 
Therefore I maun wander abroad, 

And lay my banes far frae the Tweed. 
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„ I OV OS. 


To Meggy my luve I did tell, 
aut tears did my paſſion expreſs, 
Alas! for 1 lood her ver well, 
And the women loo' fic a man leſs, 
Her heart it was frozen and cauld, 
Her pride had my ruin decreed, 

| Therefore I will wander abroad, 

| And lay my banes far frac the Tweed. 


THE END OF THE ORKIGHNSL SANG OF TWEEDSIDE. 
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WHAT BEAUTIES DOES FLORA DISCLOSE. 
oY * 40. 


WHAT beauties does Flora diſcloſe 
How ſweet are her ſmiles upon Tweed! 
Yet Mary's, ſtill ſweeter than thoſe, 
Nor daiſy, nor ſweet bluſhing roſe, 
Not all the gay flowers of the field, 
Not Tweed gliding gently thro' thoſe. 
Such beauty and pleafure does yield. 
- The warblers are heard in the grove, 

The linnet, the lark and the thruſh, 2 
rue blackbird, and ſweet cooing dove, * — - 
Wich muſic enchant ev'ry buſh. ; | is 
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104 TWEEDSIDEL 
, Come, let us go forth to the mead, 
1 us ſee how the primroſes ſpring ; 
We'll lodge in ſome village on Tweed, 
And love while the feather'd folks ſing. 
How does my love paſs the long day 
Does Mary not tend a few ſheep? 
Do they never careleſly ſtray, 
While happily ſhe lyes aſleep ? 
Tweed's murmurs ſhou d Jull her to reſt; 
Kind nature indulging my bliſs, 
To relieve the ſoft pains of my breaſt, 
ad fleal an ambroſial kiſs. 
'Tis ſhe does the virgins excell, 
No beauty with her may compare ; 
| | Love's graces around her do dwell, 
| She's faireſt where thouſands are fair. 
Say, charmer, where do thy flocks tray ? 
Oh! tell me at noon where they feed; 
| Shall I ſeek them on ſweet winding Tay, 
| Or the pleaſanter banks of the Tweed ? 


THE END OF WHAT BEAUTIES DOES FLORA DISCLOSE. 
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$4HC THIED 


CAE TO THE KT WY ME JOUNNT. 


O Gae to the ky wi me, Johnny, 
Gae to the ky wi' me; | 
O Gae ts the ky wi me, Johnny, © 
And I'll be merry wi' thee. 5 
And was ſhe na wordy o' kiſſes, OY 1 
And was ſhe na wordy o three, | / 
And was ſhe na wordy © kiſles, 
That gaed to the ky wi” me? 
O Gae to the ky wi me, Johnny, 
Gae to the ky wi' me; 
O Gae to the ky wi! me, Johnny, 


And I'll be merry wi thee. 
0 


d v m WF ME ner. 
1 hae « houſe a biggin, 
| Anither that's like to fu, 
idee s late wii bairn, 
Which grieves me warſt of a, 
o Gae to the ky et me, Johnny, 
| Gae to the ky wil me; 
oO Gae to the ky wi me, Johnny, 
And I'll be merry wi thee. 
ut if the be wr bairn, 
A 1 trow weel the be. 
| I hae an auld mither at hame 
| Will doudle it on her knee. 
O Gae to the ky wi me, Johnny, 
Gae to the ky wi me; 
O Gae to the ky wi me, Johnny, 
And I'll be merry wi' thee. 


THE END OF GAR TO THE KY Wy ME JOHNNT: 


146 roVv I. 


CA' THE EWES TO THE KNOWS. 


CA' the ewes to the knows, 
Ca them whare the heather grows, 
Ca them whare the burnie rowes, 
My bonnie dearie. | 
As I gaed down — 
There I met my ſhepherd lad, 
He row'd me ſweetly in his plaid, 
And he cad me his dearie. 


Ca' the ewes to the knows, 


Ca' them whare the heather grows, 


Ca them whare the burnie rowes, 


My bonny dearie. 
O 2 


1% meren. 
Will ye gang down the water-fide 
| And fee the waves fac freetly glide 
| Beneath the hazels ſpreading wide, 
The moon it ſhines fu' clearly, 
| | c the ewes to the knows, : 
Ca' them whare the heather grows, 
Cu' ham whave the burale rowes, 
. ao that - 
My ſhepherd lad, to play the fool, 
And a' the day to fit in dool, 
And nae body to ſee me. 
Ca' the ewes to the knows, 
Ca them whare the heather grows, 
Ca' them whare the burnie rowes, 
My bonny dearie. 
Yo lt gz gowns and ribbons meer, 
Cauf-leather ſhoon upon your feet, 
And in my arms ye se lie and fleep, 
And ye fall be my dearie. 


cn n TO THE KNOWS. 5 
Ca' the ewes to the knows, 


ce them whare the heather grows, 
ca them whare the burnie rowes, 
If yell but ſtand to what ye ve faid, 
ee gang wi' you, my ſhepherd lad, 
And ye may row me in your plaid, Rn | 
And 1 fall be your dearie. OTE bo 
c the ewes to the knows, 
c' them whare the heather grows, ; 
Ca' them whare the burnie rowes, | -» 
My bonny dearie. | {let LE | 
While waters wimple to the ſea ; 
While day blinks in the lift ſae hie; 
Till clay-cauld death fall blin' my ce, 
Ye fall be my dearie. 
Ca the ewes to the knows, 
Ca' them whare the heather grows, 
Ca' them whare the burnie rowes, 
My bonny dearie. 


THE END OF C4' THE EWES TO THE KNOWS. 


6 WHAWBRAWLADSO GALLA WATER, 


54H G FIFTH 


BRAW BRAW LADS O' GALLAWATER _ 


BRAV, bra lads o Galla water; 

Ot bra lads o Galla water: 

Vil kile my coats aboon my knee, 

And follow my true luve thro the water. 
Sac fair her hair, ſae brent her brow, 
ae bonny blue her cen, my dearie ; 
Sac white her teeth, ſue ſweet her mou, 

The mair I kiſs, ſhe's ay my dearie. 

Oer yon bank, and oer yon brae, 

O'er yon moſs amang the heather ; 

Tu kit my coat aboon my knee, 

And follow my true luve thro' the water. 


BRAW BRAW LADS & GALLA WATER, ti 
- Down amang the broom, the broom, "=p 
Down amang the broom, my dearie. 
The lache loſt a filken ſnood, 
That coſt her mony a blirt and blearie. 


THE END OF BRAW DRAW LADS & CALLS WAafrtkh, 
5 11 | 
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oy EW.BUCHTS Aon 


TEL „„ rn. 
EW.-BUCHTS MARION. 


WILL ye go to the ew-buchts, Marion, 

And wear in the ſheep wi me? 

The ſun ſhines ſweet my Marion, 

But nae half fac ſweet, as thee. 

O Marion's a bonny laſs, 

And the blyth blinks in her eye; 

Gin Marion wad marry me. 
There's gowd in your garters, Marion, 

And filk on your white hauſe- bane ; 

Fu' fain wad I kiſs my Marion 

At cen when I come hame. 


EW. SVCHTS MARKION, 1 
There's braw lads in Ernſlaw, Marion 

Wha gape and glowr wi” their Ce, 

At kirk when they fee my Marion ; 

| But nane o them lues like me, 

I've nine milk-ews, my Marion, 

A cow and a brawny quey, 

In gie them a' to my Marion, 

And ye's get a green ſey apron, 

And a waiſtcoat o the London broun, 

And wow but ye will be vapring, 
Whene'er ye gang to tounn. 
I'm young and ſtout, my Marion ; 
Nane dances like me on the green; 


And gin ye forſake me, Marion, 

Ill Cen gae draw up wi' Jean: 

Sae put on your pearlins, Marion, 
And kyrtle o the cramafie; 

And ſoon as niy chin has nae hair on, 
I ſhall come weſt and ſee ye. 


THE END OF EW-BUCHTS MARION- 
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JAW YE WAE MY PEGGY, 


54H FEVER 


SAW IE NAE MY PECGCT. 


SAW ye nae my Peggy, 


Saw ye nae my Peggy, 
Saw ye nae my Peggy, 


Comin o'er the Lee. 


| Sure, a finer creature, 


Ne'er was formed by nature, 


Sae compleat each feature, 
Sac divine is ſhe! | 


o, how Peggy charms me 


 Ev'ry look ſtill warms me, 


Ev'ry thought alarms me, 


SAW YE WAL Murren „ 


Peggy doth diſcover 
Nought but charms all over, 
Nature bids me love her; 
That's a Law to me. | 
Who would leave a lover, 
To become a rover ? | 
No, I'll neer give over, 
Till 1 happy be! 
For fince love inſpires me, 
As her beauty fires me, 
And her abſence tires me, 
Nought can pleaſe but ſhe. 
When I hope to gain her. 
Fate ſeems to detain her; 
Cou d I but ob; ain her, 
Happy wou d I be! 
In ly down before her, 
Bless, ſigh, and adore her, 
With faint looks unplore her, 
Till the pity me! 


THE ESD OF SAW YE NAE MY rect. 


P 2 


a ETRICK BANWES 


 EBTRKICK BANK 5, 


— ) 
At glowming when the ſheep drave hame, 
I mer my laſſie braw and ticht, g 
Come wandring thro' the miſt her lane : 
My heart grew licht, I ran, I flung 
My arms about her lily neck. 

And kifs'd and clapt her there fou lang, 
My words they were na mony feck. 

I ſaid, My laſſie, will ye go 
To the Highland hills, the Erſe to learn ? 
rn baich gie thee a cow and ew, 
When ye come to the brigg o Earn. 


9 


ETRICK BANKS, 
At Leith auld meal comes in, ne'er faſh, 
And herrings at the Broomy Law; 
Chear up your heart my bony laſs, 
There's gear to win we never ſaw. 
A day when we hae toil'd enouch, 
When winter, froſts, and ſnaw begin, 
Soon as the ſun gaes weſt the loch, 
At Cen when ye fit down to ſpin, 
In ſcrew my pipes, and play a ſpring ; 
And thus the vcary nicht we'll end, 
Till tender kid and lamb-time bring 
Our pleaſent ſummer back again. 
Syne when the trees are in their bloom, 
And gowans glent oer ilka field, 
ru meet my lafs amang the broom, 
And lead you to my funmer ſheild: 
Then far frae a“ their ſcornfu' din, 
That mak the kindly hearts their ſport, 
We'll laugh, and kiſs, and dance, and ſing, 
And gar the langeſt day feem ſhort. 


THE END OF ETKICK BANKS. 
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„%% AW THOU WERE MY AI THING. 


$440 HINT 


AN THOU WERE MT AIN THING. 


AN thou were my ain thing, 

o 1 wou'd luve thee, 1 wou'd luve thee, | 

An' thou were my ain thing, 

How dearly wou'd 1 luve thee ! 
Then I wou'd claſp thee in my arms, 

Then I'd ſecure thee from all harms, 

For above mortals thou haſt charms, 

How dearly do I luve thee! 

An thou were my ain thing, | 

O!] wou'd luve thee, I woud hve hes. 

An thou were my ain thing. 

How dearly wad | luve thee! 


= D 
© AN THOU WERE MY AI THING, wy © 
Of race divine thou neds muſt be, e 
vince nacthing earthly equals the ß 
For heaven's ſake, then pity me, 
Who only lives to luve thee, 
An thou were my ain thing, | 
ol wou'd luve thee, I wou'd love thee, 
An thou were my ain thing, 4 
How dearly I wou'd luve thee! 
The Pow'rs one thing peculiar have, 
To ruin none whom they can ſave ; / 
O for their ſake ſupport a ſlave, 
Who ever on ſhall luve thee. 
An thou were my ain thing, 
o 1 wou'd luve thee, I wou'd luve thee, | 
An thou were my ain thing, 
How dearly wou'd I luve thee! 
To merit I no claim can make, 
But that I luve, and for your ſake 
What man can do, I'll undertake 3 
80 dearly do I luve hee. 


130 AN THOU WERE MY Aff THING, 
An thou were my ain thing, 
O 1 wou'd luve thee, | wou'd lave thee, 
An thou were my ain thing, 
How dearly wou'd | luve thee! 
My paſſion, conſtant as the ſun, 
Flames ſtronger ill, will ne'er hae done, 
Till fate my thread of life hae ſpun, 
Which breathing out Ill luve thee. . 
OI woa'd luve thee, I wou'd lave thee, 
An thou were my ain thing, 

How dearly wou'd I luve thee! 


THE END OF in THOU WERE MY 41H THING. 
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AH! THE SHEPHERDS MOURNFUL FAT. Ti 
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au/ THE SHEPHERD'S MOURNFUL FATE. = 


BY WILLIAM HAMILTON OF %%%, £54, 


AH! the [poor] ſhepherd's mournful fate, 
When doom'd to lov nod dron'd $0 hgh, 
To bear the ſcornful fair one's hate, | 
Nor dare diſcloſe his anguiſh. 
ame 66 
My ſecret ſoul diſcover; © | | 
While rapture trembling thro mine eyes, 
Reveals how much I love her. 
The tender glance, the redning cheek, 
Oerſpread with riſing bluſhes, 
A thouſand various ways they ſpeak, 
A thouſand various wiſhes. 

| Q 


7006 an THE SHEPHERD'S MOURNFUL PATE. 
For, oh ! that form do heavenly fair, 
Thoſe languid eyes ſo ſweetly ſmiling, 
That «rtlefs bluſh, and modeſt air, 55 
80 fatally beguiling ; , 
Thy every leok, and every greece, | 
80 charm whene'er I view thee, 
data ds rs 
Seill will my hopes purſue thee. 
Then when my tedious hours are paſt, | 
Be this laſt bleſling given, 

Low at thy feet to breathe my laſt, 
And die in fight of heaven. 


THE ud or an! THE SHEPHERD'S MOURNFUL FATE. 
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DON BARBARA ALLAK. 


SAC ELEVENTH, F 


BONNT BARBARA ALLAN 


IT was in and about the Martimas time, 
When the green leaves were a fallin, | 
That Sir John Graeme in the weſt countrie 
Fell in luve wi” Barbara Allan. 

He ſent his man down thro' the town, 
To the place where ſhe was dwellin : 
„O haſte and come to my maiſter dear, 
Gin ye be Barbara Allan.” 

O hooly, hooly roſe ſhe up, 
To the place where he was lying; 
And when ſhe drew the curtin by, 


* Young man, I think you're dying.” 


Q 2 


44 BONNY BARBARA ALLAY, 


O its Fm fick. and very fick, 
And tis a' for Barbara Allan. 


O the better for me ye's never be, 
Tho your heart's blude were a ſpillin. 


When ye was in the tavern a drinkin, 


O dinna ye mind, young man, ſaid ſhe, 


That ye made the healths gae round and round, 


And lighted Barbara Allan. 
He turn'd his face unto the wa', 
And death was with him dealin ; 
Adieu, adieu, my dear friends a', 
And be kind to Barbara Allan. 
And flowly, ſlowly raiſe ſhe up, 
And flowly, flowly left him: 
And ſighing, faid, ſhe cou d not ſtay, 
Since death of life had reft him. 
She had nae gane a mile but twa, 
When ſhe heard the deid- bell ringin, 
And ev'ry jow that the deid-bell geid, 
lt cry'd, woe to Barbara Allan. 


BONNY BARBARA ALLAN 
O mither, eber, mak my bed, 
o make it faſt and narrow ; 
Since my love died for me to-day, 
Tn die for him to-morrow. 
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N The hearts of theſe are glad, but mine is very ſad, 
| For wy Luver has parted from me. 


* 
166 THE WINTER IT 16 PAST, 


TITELINETY 


THE WINTER IT 18 PAST. 


| i Tux winter it is paſt, 1 — cnms a> fl. 


And the ſma birds ſing on every tree; 


The roſe upo' the brier, by the waters rinnin clear, 


May hae charms for the linnet or the bee; 


Their little luves are bleſt, and their little hearts at reſt, 


But my Luver is parted frac me. 

3 My luve is like the ſun, in the firmament does run, 
15 For ever conſtant and true; 

But his is like the moon, that wanders vp and down, 


And every month it is new. 


THE WINTER IT 15 PAST. 197 


All you that are in luve, and cannot it remuve, 

| pity the pains you endure : 

For experience maks me know, that your hearts are 
fall o woe, 

A woe that no mortal can cure. 


THE END OF THE WINTER IT Is FAST. 


19 war, WALY, om LOVE BE BONNY. 


54H THIETEEHTH 


WALT, WALT, GIN LOVE BE BONNY. 


O Waly, waly, up the bank, 
And waly, waly, doun the brae, 
And waly, waly, yon burn-fide, 
Where I and my luve wont to gae. 

I lean'd my back unto an aik, 
thought it was a truſty tree, 

But firſt it bow'd. and ſyne it brak, 
Sae my true luve did lightly me. 

O waly, waly, gin luve be bonny, 
A little time while it is new, 

But when 'tis auld it waxeth cauld, 
And fades away like the morning dew. 


WALY, WALY, CIN LOVE BE BONNY. 119 


0 wherefore ſhou d | buſk my head, 
Or wherefore ſhou'd 1 kame my hair? Soy 
For my true luve has me for ſuke, 
And ſays he'll never luve me mair, 

Now Arthur-ſeat ſhall be my bed, 
The ſheets ſhall ne er be warm'd by me, 
Saint Anton's well ſhall be my drink, 
Since my true luve has forſaken me. 
O Martinmas wind, when wilt thou blaw, 
And ſhake the green leaves aff the tree ? 
O gentle death, when wilt thou come ? 


For o' my life now I am weary, | 
"Tis not the froſt that freezes fell, 

Nor blawin ſnaw's inclemency, 

"Tis no fic cauld that makes me cry, 

But my luve's heart grown cauld to me. 

When we came in by Glaſgow town, 

We were a comely ſicht to ſee; 

My luve was clad in the black velvet, 


And I my ſel' in cramaſie. 
R 


436 WALY, WALY, om LOVE BY BONNY, 
But had 1 wiſt, before 1 Rid, 
That lave had been ſo ill © win, 
I'd lock d my heart in « caſe o gold, 
And pin'd it wi' a filver pin, 
Oh, oh! if my young babe were born, 
And ſet upon the nurſe's knee; 
And 1 my ſef were dead and gane, 
For a maid again I'll never be! 


THE END OF WALY, WALY, en LOVE BS enn. 


MY DEARY IF YOU DIL 131 


LI 


WY BOSS UID res e 


LOVE never more ſhall give me pain, 
My fancy's fix'd on thee ; 
My Peggy, if thou die. 
Thy beauties did ſuch pleaſure give, 
Thy love's fo true to me: 
— Without thee I ſhall never live, 
My dearie, if thou die. 
I fate ſhall tear thee from my breaſt, 
How ſhall I lonely ſtray ! 
In dreary dreams the nicht I'll waſte, 


In ſighs the ſilent day. 
R 2 


„„ MY DEARY 17 YOU DIL 

er can fo much virtue find, 

Nor ſuch perfection fee : 

Then I! renounce all womankind, 

My Peggy, after thee, 

No new-blown beauty fires my heart 

With Cupid's raving rage, 

But thine, which can ſuch ſweets impart, 

Muſt all the world engage. 

'Twas this that, like the morning ſun, 

Gave joy and life to me; 

And when its deſtind day is done, 

Wi' Peggy let me die. 
Ye powers that ſmile on virtuous lo ve, 

And in ſuch pleaſures ſhare, 

You who its faithful flames approve, 

W! pity view the fair: 

Reſtore my Peggy's wonted charms, 

Thoſe charms fo dear to me ; 

Oh! never rob me from thoſe arms: 

rm loſt if Peggy die. | 


THE END OF MY DEARIE 1F YOU DB. 


THE WAEVU HEART. 113 


S4HG FIFTEENTH, 


GIN living worth cou'l win my heart. EL 8 1 
You would na ſpeak in vain, | | , 
But in the darkſome grave it's laid 
Never to riſe again, 

My waefu' heart lies low wi' his, bebe | 
Whoſe heart was only mine, on = + | . 4 
And oh! what a heart was that to loſe; — i 


But I maun no repine. | V EL 1 

Yet oh! gin heav'n in mercy ſoon : | : 
Wou' d grant the boon I crave, 55 | 
And tak this life now naething worth | 


Sin' Jamie's in his grave. 


% THE Warren AA. 
And ſee his gentle ſpirit come 
To ſhow me on the way, 
Surpris d nac doubt, I ill am here, 
Sair wond'ring at my ſtay. 

come, I come, my Jamie dear 
And oh! wi' what gudewill 
[ follow, wharſocer ye lead, 
Le canna lead to ill. 
She faid, and foon a deadlie pale 
Her faded cheek poſſeſt, 
Her wacfu' heart forgot to beat 
| Her ſorrows ſunk to reſt. 


FH 


Tut END Of THE wirre HEART. 


LAMENT ON BUKNS, 


SAG SIE FEET IH 


FXE* = ASME EE &# © 


AH! waes my heart! poor Burns is dead 
The daiſy'd turf now hides his head; 
Nae mair on Ayer's, nor flowing Tweed 
Shall his gay foot-ſteps wander. 
Nae mair his ſang ſhall wake the morn, 
While larks on airy piaion's born, | 


And maivis ſinging on the thorn 


In Melody's meander ; 


Ah! mute's that tunefu' tongue, wha late 
Charm d every heart—ah cruel fate 
Why didſt thou fix his low eſtate 
In puirtith, toil, and flander ? 


%%% LAMENT ON BURNS. 


Was he not noble in his mind ? 
Leil, independant, frank, and kind ? 
Nor cou'd he thole the loun that whin'd 

At fortune's fickle favour. 
No... He cou'd ſmile, and fit at caſe 
Amid the ſtorm o' fate's decrees, 
Unheeding ought, ſave how to pleaſe 

Wi? wits true attic flavour. 

Say then, ye dear ſclected few ! 
His boſom friends! is it not true, 


What here the muſe records to you, 
As what in truſt he gave her 
Twas à he leſt! — or could bequeath ! 
Beſides the Victor Poct's wreath, 
A ſpotleſs name his virtue's ſheath, 


And ſhield, proof 'gainſt detraction. 
O may its ſacred worth deſcend 

To his loved offspring, and defend 

Their helpleſs ſtate without a friend ! 

Or aid of benefaction. 


LAMENT ON BURNS 
Ye truly gude! ye juſt! humane! 
Be their protectors ; — and in vain, 
The chilling glance o cauld diſdain 


THE END OF THE LAMENT ON SUR, 


„ 1 DREAWP A DREARY DREAM, 
| 


9 ones. 


| DREAM'D A DREARYT DREAM. 


| 
* A . 


I Dream'd a dreary dream laſt niche ; 
God keep us a' frae dule and ſorrow : 
I dream'd I pu'd the birk ſae green 
Wi' my true luve on Yarrow, 

n read your dream, my ſiſter dear, 
I'll tell you a your ſorrow: 
You pu'd the birk wi' your true luve? 
He's kill'd, he's kill'd on Yarrow. 

O gentle wind, that blaweth ſouth 

To where my luve repaireth, 
Convey a kiſs frae his dear mouth, 
And tell me how he fareth 


I DREAWT 4 DREARY DREAM. 
But oer yon glen run armed men, 

Hae wrocht me dule and forrow : 

They've lain, they ve ſlain the comlieſt ſwain, 
He bleeding lies on Yarrow, 
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140 LORD THOMAS AND FAIR ANNET, 


F4HC SIGH TEETH 


LORD THOMAS AND FAIR ANNET. 


LORD Thomas and fair Annet 

Sate a day on a hill; 

Whan nicht was cum, and ſun was ſett 

They had not talkt their fill, 
Lord Thomas faid a word in jeſt, 

Fair Annet tuke it il: 

„Ah! I wull nevir wed a wife 

Againſt my ain friends will.” 

Gif ye wull never wed a wife, 

A wife wull neir wed yee.” 

Sac he is hame to tell his mither, 

And knelt upon his knee: 


LORD THOMAS AND FAIR ANNET, 
O rede, O rede, mither, he ſays, 


A gude rede gie to mee : 
O fall I tak the nut-browne bride, 
And let faire Annet bee ? 


Fair Annet ſhe has gat nane ; 
And the little beauty fair Annet has, 
O it wull ſune be gane“ 
And he has till his brither gane: 
Now, brither, rede ye mee; 
O fall I marrie the nut- browne bride, 
And let fair Annet bee? 
The nut- browne bride has oxen, brither, 
The nut-browne bride has kye; 
I wad hae ye marrie the nut-browne bride, 
And caſt fair Annet bye.” 
„Her oxen may die i' the houſe, Billie, 
And her kye into the byre; | 
And I fall hae naething to my ſel, 
Bot a fat fadge by the fyre.” 


The nut-browne bride haes gowd and gear, 


- Col we -— 


« 4 * — A 
"0h; s - | 8 — 
K Pe —— 
* a _ - "Ws 


* : iy 
* — ' oe 
— a _ W 


- ih ky 
— 


"* 


"646.4 


149 LORD THOMAS AND FAIR A. 

And he has till his fiſter gane 

Now, ſiſter, rede ye me; 

O fall I marrie the nut-browne bride, 

And fet fair Annet free ? 

„ Iſe rede ye tak fair Annet, Thomas, 

And let the browne bride alane ; 

Leſt ye ſould figh and fay, alace! 

What is this we brought hame?” 
„No, I wull tak my mithers counſel, 


And marrie me owt o hand; 


And I will tak the nut-browne bride ; 


| Fair Annet may leive the land.” 


Up then roſe fair Annets father 
Twa hours or it wer day, 
And he is gane into the bower, 


Wherein fair Annet lay. 


Riſe up, riſe up, fair Annet, he ſays, 
Put on your filken ſheene ; 
Let us gae to St. Maries kirke, 
And ſee that rich weddeen. 


LORD THOMAS AND FAIR Art. 14; 

„My maides, gre to my dreſſing roome, 

And dreſs to me my hair, 

Whair-eir yee laid 2 plait before, 

See yes lay ten times mar. 
My maids gre to my dreſſing roome, 

And dreſs to me my ſinock ; 

The one half is o the holland fine, 

The other o needle- work,” 

The horſe fair Annet rade upon, 

He atublit like the wind, 

Wi filler he was ſhod before, 

Wi burning gowd behind. 

Four and twanty filler bells 

Wer a tyed till his mane, 

And, at ae tift o the norland wind, 

They tinkled ane by ane. 

Four and twanty gay gude knichts 

Rade by fair Annets fide, 

As gin ſhe had bin a bride, 
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144 LOAD THOMAS ner. 
And Shan the cam to Maries kick, - 
She ſat on Maries ſtean ; 
The c, thet fair Anaet hed on 
le kinkled in their cen. 

And whan ſhe cam into the kirk, 
She ſhimmer'd like the ſun; 
The belt that was about her waiſt, 
Was a wi pearles bedone. 

She fat her by the nut-browne bride, 
And her een they wer ſae clear, 
Lord Thomas he clean forgat the bride, 
When fair Annet ſhe drew near. 

He had a roſe into his hand, 
And he gave it kiſſes three, 
Ard, reaching it by a. 
Laid it on fair Annets knee. 
Up than ſpak the nut-browne bride, 
She ſpak wi' meikle ſpite ; 
And whair gat ye that roſe-water, 
That does mak yee fac white? 


LORD THOMAS AND FAIR ANNET, 


# O 1 did get that roſe- water, 
Whair ye wull neir get nane, 
For I did get that very roſe-water, 
lato my mither's wame.” Te 

The bride ſhe drew a long bodkin, 
Frac out her gay head-gear, 
And ſtrake fair Annet unto the heart, 
That word ſhe nevir ſpak mair. 
Lord Thomas he ſaw fair Annet wex pale, 
And marvelit what mote bee: 
But whan he ſaw her dear hearts blude, 
A wood-wroth wexed hee. 
He drew his dagger, that was fac ſharp, 
That was ſac ſharp and meet, 
And drave it into the nut-browne bride, 

That fell deid at his feit. 

No ſtay ſor me, dear Annet, he ſaid, 
Now ſtay, my dear, he cry d; 
Then ſtrake the dagger untill his heart, 


And fell deid by her fide. 
T 


145 


146 LORD THOMAS AND FAIR ANNET, 
Lord Thomas was buried without the kirk-w1/, 
Fair Annet within the quiere; 
And o the tane thair grew « birk, 
The other a bonny briere, 
And ay they grew, and ay the threw, 
As they wad faine be neare ; 
And by this ye may ken right weil, 
They were tws luvers deare. 


THE END OF LORD THOMAS AND FAIR AHNET. 


GIL MAURICHE 147 


SANG HEINE TEENTH 


_— t 


GIL Maurice was an erle's ſon, 


But for his dame, a lady gay, 
Wha liv'd on Carron fide. 
« Whar fall I get a bonny boy, 
That will win hoſe and ſhoen, 
That will gae to lord Barnards ha, 
And bid his lady cum? 
And ye maun rin my errand Willie; 


And ye maun rin wi' ſpeid; 


When ither boys gang on their feet, FR 
Ye fall hae prancing ſized,” 
| T — 


10 G1L MAURICE, 
'* © no! Oh no! my maiſter deir ! 

| dara for my life; 

I'll no gae to the bauld barons, 

For to trieſt furth his wife.” 

My bird Willie, my boy Willie, 

My deir Willie, he faid: 

How can ye ſtrive againſt the ſtreim ? 

For 1 fall be obeyd.” 
| — tend 
In grenewode ye re your lain; 

Gi owr fic thochts, I wald ye red, 

For feir ye ſuld be tain,” 
„ Haſte, haſte, I ſay, gae to the ha', 
Bid her cum here wi' ſpeid : 
If ye refuſe my hie command, 
III gar your body bleid. 

« Gae bid her tak this gay mantel, 
Tis a' gowd but the hem, 
Ho Gay <td 66 hn guile ARTE 

E'en by herſel alane. 


G1L MAURIGCE 144 
* And there it is, + filken forke, 
Her ain hand ſewd the ſleeve; 

And bid her come to Gil Maurice, 

Speir nde bauld baron's leive,” 

Tes, I will gae your black errand, 
Thouch it be to your coſt ; 

Sen ye will nae be warn'd by me, 
In it ye fall find froſt, 

„The baron he's a man o' micht, 
He neir culd bide to taunt: 

And ye will ſee before its niche, 
Sma' cauſe ye hae to vaunt. 

„And ſen I maun your errand rin, 
Sae fair againſt my will, 
I''e mak a vow and keip it trow, 

It fall be done for ill.” 

Whan he came to the broken brig, 
He bent his bow and ſwam ; 

And whan he came to graſs growing, 
Set down his feet and ran. 


| 
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135 GIL MAUNRICE 
And whan he cam to Barnard's year, 
Wuld neither chap nor ca: 
But ſet his bent bow to his breiſt, 
And lichtly lap the wa, 

He wald na tell the man his errand 
Thoch he tude at the yeat; 
But ſtreight into the ha he cam, 
Whar they were ſet at meat. 
* Hail! hail! my gentle fire and dame 
My meſſage winna waite ; 
— 2 „ comm 


Afore that it be late. 


« Ye're bidden tak this gay mantel, 
Tis a' gowd bot the hem: 
You maun haſte to the gude grenewode 
E'en by yourſell alane. 

« And there it is, a ſilken fark 
Your ain hand ſewd the fleive; 
Ye maun gae ſpeik to Gil Maurice; 
Speir nae bauld baron's leive.” 


GIL MAUKICH 1 
The lady ſtamped wi her foot, 
And winked wi” her eie; 
But a' that ſhe culd ſay or do, 
Forbidden he wald nae be. 
Its ſurely to my bower- woman, 
It neir culd be to me. 
1er. 
| 1 tro that ye be ſhe,” 
Then up and ſpak the wylie nurſe, 
(The bairn upon her knie), 
„If it be come from Gil Maurice 
It's deir welcum to me,” 
« Ye lie, ye lie, ye filthy nurſe, 
Sac loud as I heir ye he; 
I brocht it to lord Barnard's lady 
I trow ye be nae ſhee.” 
Then up and ſpake the bauld baron, 


An angry man was he: 7 \ 
He has tane the table wi his foot, 9 aw; 2,0 
Sac has he wi his knie, e 


Till eryſtal cup and ezor diſh 
In flinders he gard flie. 


159 G1L AUA 
„Ges bring + robe o your cleedin,' 

Wies the haſte ye can, 

And I'll gas to the gude grenewode = 

And ſpeik wi your lemman,” 

« © bide at hame now lord Barnard ! 
1 ward ye bide at hame; 

Neir wyte o man for violence, 
Wha neir wyte ye winane.” 

Gil Maurice ſat in the grenewode, 

He whiſtled and he ſang: 
„O what meins à the folk comin ? 
My mither tarries lang.” 

The baron to the grenewode cam, 
Wi meikle dule and care; 

And there he firſt ſpyd Gil Maurice, 
Kamin his yellow hair. 

„Nae wonder, nae wonder, Gil Maurice, 
My lady lues thee weil : f 
The faireſt part o my body 
Is blacker than thy heil. 


# Yet neir the leſs now, Gil Maurice, 
For a thy great bewtie, 
Tee rew the day ye cir was born, 
That head fall gae wi me,” 

Now he has drawn his truſty brand. 
And flaided owr the trac ; 
And throuch Gil Maurice fair body 
He gard the cauld iron gae. 
And he has tane Gil Maurice heid, 
And ſet it on a ſpeir ; 
The meineſt man in a' his train 
Has gotten that heid to beir. 

And he has tane Gil Maurice up, 
Laid him acroſs his ſteid; 
And brocht him to his painted bower 
And laid him on a bed. 

The lady on the caſtle wa“, 
Beheld baith dale and down ; 
And there ſhe ſaw Gil Maurice heid 
Cum trailing to the toun. 


U 


G1L MAURICE 


"$3 


154 G1L MAURICGCE 


„ Better 1 loc that bluidy heid, 
Bot and that yellow hair, 


Than lord Barnard and 4 his lands 
As they lig here and there,” 
And ſhe has tain Gil Maurice heid, 
And kiſſed baith cheik and chin ; 
+ | was ance fow of Gil Maurice, 
As the hip is o the ſtane. 

„got ye in my father's houſe, 
Wi' meikle fin and ſhame; 
1 I brocht, ye up in the grenewode 

N Ken d to myſell alane : 

| Aft have I by thy craddle ſitten, 
t 2 And fondly ſein thee fleip ; 


= But now I maun gae 'bout thy grave, 
| | A mother's tears to weip. 


Again ſhe kiſs d bis bluidy cheik, 
Again his bluidy chin; 
a o better I loed my fon dMeurice, 
| | Than a' my kyth and kin!“ 


GIL MAURICE 155 

* Awa, awa, ye ill woman, 
An ill dethe may ye die 
Gin I had ken d he was your fon 
He had neir been ſlayne by mee.” 

* Obraid me not, my lord Barnard ! 
Obraid me not for ſhame! 
Wi' that ſam ſpeir, O pierce my heart, 
And fave me frac my pain. 
Sin nacthing but Gil Maurice heid 
Thy jelous rage culd quell 
Let that ſame hand now tak her lyte, 
That neir to thee did ill. 

To me nac after days nor nichts 
Will eir be ſaft or kind: 
Tu fill the air wi heavy ſichs, 
And greit till I am blind.” 

* Eneuch o bluid by me's been ſpilt, 
Seek not your dethe frae mee, 
I'd rather far it had been myſel, 


Than either him or thee, 
U 2 


PR * Dry up your cir, my winkome dame, 


on: o1L MAURICE 
© WY hopeleſs was 1 hear your plaine, 
Joie, fair, | rue the deid. — 
That 6ir this curſed hand of mine 


They neir can heal the wound; 
Ye ſee his heid upon the ſpeir, 
His heart's bluid on the ground. 

* 1 curſe the hand that did the deid, 
The heart that thocht the ill; 
The feet that bore me wi' fic ſpeid, 
The comely youth to kill, 

„n ay lament for Gil Maurice 
As gin he war my ain; 
Tu neir forget the dreiry day 
On which the youth was lain.” 


THE END OF GIL MAURICE, 
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GILDER OY, 


SANG TWENTIETH. 


BY OI ALFELANDER HALKET, 


GILDEROY was a bonny boy, 
Had roſes tull his ſhoone, 

His ſtockings were of ſilken ſoy, 
Wi' garters hanging doune : 

It was, I weene, a comlie fight, 
To ſee ſac trim a boy; 

He was my jo and heart's delight, 


My handſome Gilderoy, 


Oh! fik twa charming een he had, 
A breath as ſweet as roſe, 
He never ware a Highland plaid, 
But coſtly filken clothes: 
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He gain'd the luve & ladies gay, 
Nane cir tull him was coy : 4 
Ah! wie is me! 1 movrn the day, 
For my dear Gilderoy. 
My Gilderoy and | were born 
Baith in one town together, 
We ſcant were ſeven years beforn 
We gan to luve each other; 
Our dadies and our mammies they 
War fill'd wi' mickle joy 
To think upon the bridal day 
'Twixt me and Gilderoy. 

For Gilderoy that luve of mine 
Gude faith I freely bought 
A wedding fark of holland fine, 
Wi” filken flowers wroughe ; 
And he gied me a wedding ring, 
Which I received wi' joy: 
Nee lad nor laſſiie cir could fing, 
Like me and Gilderoy. 


 G1ILDEKOY, 
Wi mickle joy we ſpent our prime, 
Till we were baith ſaxteen, | 
Aud aft we paſt the langſome time 
| Amang the leaves ſac green ; 


Bs Aft on the banks-we'd fit us thair, 


And ſweetly kiſs and toy 
wi garlands gay wad deck my hair 
My handſome Gilderoy. 

Oh! that he ſtill had been content 
Wi me to lead his life 

| But ah! his manfu heart was bent 
To ſtir in feates o ſtrife ; 

And he in many a venturous deed, 
His courage bauld wad try, 


And now this gars mine heart to bleed 


For my dear Gilderoy. 

And whan of me his leave he tuik, 
The tears they wat mine ee, 
I gave tull him a parting luik, 
« My beniſon gang wi thee! 
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God ſpeid thee weil, mine ain dear heart, 

For gane is a my joy; 

My heart is rent fith we oon part, 

My handſome Gilderoy.“ 

My Gilderoy baith far and near 

Was fear'd in every town, 

And bauldly bare away the gear 

Of many a lawland loun : | 

Nane eir durſt meet 2252202 
He was ſae brave a boy, | 
At length wi' numbers he was tane, 
My winſome Gilderoy. 

The Queen o Scots poſſeſſed noucht 

That my luve let me want; 
For cow and ewe he to me broucht, 
And een whan they were ſkant: 
All theſe did honeſtly poſſeſs 
He never did annoy, 
Who never fail'd to pay their ceſs 
To my luve Gilderoy. 


| 0 1 on 0 „. Ge 
Was worth the loun that made the laws 
To hang a man for gear 
To reave & life for ox or aſs, 
For ſheep, or horſe, or mare 
Had not their laws been made fac arick, 
I neir had loſt my joy, 
Wi forrow neir had wat my cheek 
For my dear Gilderoy. 
Giff Gilderoy had done amille, 
He might hae baniſht been, 
Ah ! what fair cruelty is this, 
To hang ſike handſome men 
To hang the flower o Scottiſh land. 
Sac ſweet and fair a boy ! 
Nae lady had ſae white a hand 
As thee, my Gilderoy. 


O Gilderoy ſae fraid they were, 


They bound him mickle ſtrong, 
To Edinburgh they led him there, 


And on a gallows hung; 
X 
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They hung him high «boon the reſt, 
He was face trim a boy, 
There dyed the youth whom ] ſued beſt, 
My handſome Gilderoy. 
Thus having yielded up his breath, 
I bare his corpſe away, 855 

Wi tears that trickled for his death 
1 waſhe his comelye clay ; 

And fiker in a grave ſae deep 
I laid the dear-lued boy; 

And now for ever maun I weep 


My winſome Gilderoy. 


THF END OF ener. 


MACFHERSON'SFAREWELTYO, 


LL ASELSCALIEED 


MACPHERSON'S FAREWELL 


FAREWELL ye dungeons dark and ſtrang, 
The wretch's deſtinie! 


MacPherſon's time will not be lang, 


On yonder gallows tree, 
Sac rantingly ſae wantonly, 


Sac dauntingly gae'd he, 
He play d a ſpring, aud danc'd it round, 
Below the gallows tree. 

Oh, what is death but parting breath ! 
On mony a bloody plain 
I've dar'd his face, and in this place 


I ſcorn him yet again. 
X 2 
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Sac rantingly ſae wantonly 
gae dauntingly gae'd he, 
He play'd a ſpring, and danc d it round, 
Below the gallows tree. 
Untie theſe bands frac aff my hands, 
And bring to me my ſword ; 
And there's nae man in a Scotland 
But I'll brave at a word. 
Sac rantingly ſac wantonly, 
Sac dauntingly gae d he, 
He play'd a ſpring, and danc'd it round, 
Below the gallows tree. 

V've liv'd a life o ſturt and ftrife ; 
die by treacherie : 
It burns my heart I muſt deparr, 
And not avengcd be, 
Sac rantingly fae wantonly, 


dae dauntingly gae d he, | 
He play'd a ſpring, and danc'd it round, 
Below the gallows tree. 


MACPHFRSON'S FAREWELL ig 
Now farewell, licht thou ſunſhine bricht, 

And a beneath the ſky 

May coward ſhame difhiio his name, 

The wretch that dares not die! 

Sac rantingly ſae wantonly, 

Sac dauntingly gae d he, 

He play d a ſpring, and danc'd it round, 

Below the gallows tree. 


THE END OF MACFHERSON'S FARE WELL, AND Of CLASS SECOND, 


6 


OF THE 


LOWLANDS OF SCOTLAND, 


CLASS THIRD 


SANG FIRST, 


GENERAL LESLY'S MARCH 


MARCH, march, 

Why the deil don't ye march? 
Stand to your arms, my lads, 
Fecht in gude order, 

Front about, ye muſketeers all, 
Till ye cum to the Engliſh border, 
Stand tilt and fecht like men, 
True goſpel to maintain; 


164 GCOENERAL LESLY'S Aen. 
The parlament 's blyth to fee us 4 comin ; 
When to the kirk we cum, 
We ll purge it ika room, 
Frae popiſh relicks, and a fic innovation, 
That a“ the warld may fee, | 
There's nane i the right but we, 
O' the auld Scottiſh nation. 
Jenny ſhall wear the hude, 
Jocky the fark o God; 
And the kiſt ſou of whiſtles, 
That mak fic a cleiro, 
Our pipers braw ſhall hae them a', whate er comes on it; 
Buſk up your plaids, my lads, cock up your bonnets. 
March, march, 

| Why the deil don't ye march ? 

Stand to your arms my lads, 

Fecht in gude order; 


THE END OF GENERASL LESLY'S MARCH. 
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\ AWA WHIGS, 40 4 


SANG FECOWD, 


N 
4 „ WHIGS AW 4, 


AW A, Whigs, awa ! 

Awa, whigs, awa! 

Ye're but a pack o' traitor louns, 

Ye'll do nae gude at a'. 

Our chriſoles flouriſh'd freſh and fair, 
And bonnie bloom'd our roſes, 

But whigs cam like a froſt in June, 
And wither'd a' our poſies. 

Awa, whigs, awa! 


Awa, whigs, awa ' 
Ye're but a pack o' traitor louns, 


Ve Il do nae gude at a, 
Y 
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Our ancient crown fa'n in che duſt, | 
ven blin' them wi' the floure ;  — 

CEO And write his name in his black ben 
| - Wha gae the whigs the power ot- 

OR Ava, whigs, awa ! 


5 As, whigs, aa! 

. ere but a pack of * boa,, 

ven de nae-gude at's | ę 

oh | Our fad decay in church and le 
| Surpaſſes my deſcriving ; | 

The whigo cam or ws for curſe, 
And we hae done wi thriving. 
Awa, whigs, aa! 


Awa, whigs, awa! 
| Yeſre but a pack © traitor louns, 
Tell do nae gude at a. 
Grim Vengeance lang has taen a nap, 
But we may ſee him wauken : 
Gude help the day, when royal heads 
Are hunted like. a maukin ! 


AWA, WHIGS, 4A 4 171 
Awa, Whigs, awa ! 
Awa, Whigs, awa ! 
Yere but « pack 0 traitor louns, 
Yell do nae gude at 4. 


THE END OF 4W4, Wee, 44 
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5 THO CEORDY REIGNSIN JAMIE'S STEAD. 


SAG THIRD 


THO” GEORDYT KEIGNS IN JAMIE'S STEAD. 


TH O' Geordie reigns in Jamie's ſtead, 
I'm grieved yet ſcorn to ſhaw that; 
I'll ne'er look down nor hang my head 
On rebel whig for a' that ; 

For ſtill I truſt that providence 

Will us releive from a' that; 

Our royal prince is weal in health, 
And will be here for a' that, 
For a that, and a' that, 
And thrice as muckle as a' that; 
He's far beyond the ſeas the night, 
Yet he'll be here for a' that. 
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He's far beyond Dumblain the night, 
Whom I love weel for a' that; 
He wears # piſtol by his fide, 
That makes me blyth for a” that; 
The highland coat, the philabeg, 
The tartan hoſe, and a that; 
And tho he's o'er the ſeas the night, 
He'll ſoon be here for a' that. 
For a' that, and a“ that, 
And thrice as muckle as a' that. 
He's far beyond the ſeas the night, 
Yet he'll be here for a“ that. 
He wears a broadſword by his fide, 
And weell he kens to draw that, 
The target and the highland plaid, 
The ſhoulder-belt, and a' that; 
A bonnet bound with ribbons blue, 
The white cockade, and a' that; 
And tho' beyond the ſeas the night, 
Vet he'll be here for a' that. | 
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For a' that, and « that, 
And thrice as muckle as « that ; 
He's far beyond the ſeas the night, 
Yet he'll be here for 4 that. 

The whigs think a that weal is won, 
But faith they ma' na fa that; 

They think our loyal hearts dung down, 
But we'll be blyth for a' that. 
For a' that, and a' that, 

And thrice as muckle as a' that; 
He's far beyond the ſeas the night, 
Yet he'll be here for a that. 

But O what will the _ ſay ſyne, 
When they're miſta'en in a' that, 
When Geordie mun fling by the crown, 
His hat and wig, and a' that? 

The flames will et. 
As often the've done a' that ; 

Our highland lad will get the crown, 
And we'll be blyth for à that. 
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For a“ that, and l that, 

And thrice as muckle as a' that; 

Hes far beyond the ſeas the night, 

Yet he'll be here for 4 that. 

| O! then your bra militia lads 

Will be rewarded duly, EL 
When they fling by their black cockades, 
A helliſh colour truly : 

As night is baniſ'd by the day, 

The white ſhall drive awa that ; 

| The ſun ſhall then his beams diſplay, 
And we'll be blyth for a' that. 

For a' that, and a' that, 

And thrice as muckle as a that; 

He's far beyond the ſeas the night, 

Yet he'll be here for a' that. 


THE END OF THO' GEORDY REIGNS IN JAMIE'S STEAD, 
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YOURE welcome, Charley Stuart, 
You're welcome, Charley Stuart, 
You're welcome, Charley Stuart, 
There's none ſo right as thou art. 
Had I the power to my will, 
I'd make thee famous by my quill, 
Thy foes I'd ſcatter, tak, and kill, 
From Billingsgate to Duart. 
You're welcome, Charley Stuart, 
You're welcome, Charley Stuart, 
You're welcome, Charley Stuart, 
There's none ſo right as thou art. 
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Made thee believe intriguing France | 
But woe is me for thy miſchance, 1 
Which ſaddens every true heart. iff 
You're welcome, Charley Stuart, 1 
You're welcome, Charley Stuart, 
You're welcome, Charley Stuart, 
There's nane fo right as thou art. 
Hadſt thou Culloden battle won, 
Poor Scotland had not been undone, 
Nor butcher'd been, with ſword and gun, 
By Lockhart and ſuch cowards. 
You're welcome, Charley Stuart, 
You're welcome, Charley Stuart, 
You're welcome, Charley Stuart, 
There's nane ſo right as thou art. 

Kind providence, to thee a friend, 

A lovely maid did timely ſend, 
To ſave thee from a fearfu' end, - 


Thou charming Charley Stuart. 
Z 
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You re welcome, Charley Stuart, 
You're welcome, Charley Stuart, 
You're welcome, Charley Stuart, 
There's nane ſo right as thou art. 

Great glorious prince, we firmly pray 
That ſhe and we may fee the day, 
When Britons all with joy ſhall, fay, 
You're welcome, Charley Stuart. 
You're welcome, Charley Stuart, 
You're welcome, Charley Stuart, 
You're welcome, Charley Stuart, 
There's nane ſo right as thou art. 

Tho' Cumberland, the tyrant proud, 
Doth thirſt and hunger after blood, 
Juſt heaven will preſerve the good, 
To fight for Charley Stuart. 
You're welcome, Charley Stuart, 
You're welcome, Charley Stuart, 
You're welcome, Charley Stuart, 
There's nane ſo right as thou art. 
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Whene er, | take a glaſs of wine, 
1 drink confuſion to the ſwine, 
But health to him that will combine 
To fight for Charley Stuart. 
You're welcome, Charley Stuart, 
You're welcome, Charley Stuart, 
You're welcome, Charley Stuart, 
There's nane ſo right as thou art. | 

The miniſtry may Scotland maul, 
But our brave hearts they'll ne er enthrall ; 
We'll fight, like Britons, one and all, 
For liberty and Stuart. 
You're welcome, Charley Stuart, 
You're welcome, Charley Stuart, 
You're welcome, Charley Stuart, 
There's nane fo right as thou art. 

Then haſte, ye Britons, and ſet on 
Your lawful king upon the throne ; 


To Hanover well drive each one 


Who will not fight for Scuart. 
2 2 
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Charley Stuart, 

You're welcome, Charley Stuart, 

You're welcome, Charley Stuart, 

There's nane ſo right as thou art. 


You're 


THE END OF WELCOME CHARLEY STUART: 
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OH! ſend my Lewis Gordon hame, 
And the lad I dare na name; 
Although his back be at the wa, 
Here's to him that's far awa', 

Hech hey ! my highlandman ! 

My handſome, charming highlandman! 
Weel could I my true love ken, 
Amang ten thouſand highland men. 
O! to ſee his tartan trouze, 
Bonnet blue, and laigh-heel'd ſhoes, 
Philabeg aboon his knee! 
That's the lad that I'll gang 'wi.. 
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Hech hey ! my highlandman ! 
My handſome, charming highlandman ! 
Weel could I my true love ken, 
Amang ten thouſand highlandmen. 
This lovely lad, of whom I fing, 
He is the true fon of our king ; 
And on his breaſt he wears a ſtar, 
You'd take him for the god of war. 
Hech hey ! my highlandman ! 
My handſome, charming highlandman ! 
Weel could 1 my true love ken, 
Amang ten thouſand highlandmen. 
O! to ſee this princely one 
Seatcd on his father's throne! 
Our griefs would then a' diſapear, 
We'd celebrate the jub'lee year. 
Hech hey! my highlandman! 
My handſome, charming hbighlandman'! 
Weel could I my true love ken, 
Amang ten thouſand highlandmen. 


THE END OF THE CHARMING HIGHLANDMAN- 
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UP AND WAR THEM 4' WILLIE. 4 
| 

WHEN we went to the field o war, j 
And to the weapon ſhaw, Willie, | ; 
Wi true deſign to ſtand our ground, N 
And chace our facs awa, Willie, | * 
Lairds and lords came there bedeen, 
And vow gin they were bra“, Willie : [ 
Up and war em a', Willie, 1 
War em, war em, a', Willie. f | 
And when our army was drawn up, | 1 
The braveſt cer I ſaw, Willie, 1 
We did not doubt to rax the rout, 1 


And win the day and a, Willie: 
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Pipers play d frac right to loft, 
Fy, fourugh Whigs «ws', Willie. 
Up and war em , Willie, 
War em, war em, «', Willie, 
But when our ſtandard was ſet up, 
80 fierce the wind did bla, Willie, 
The golden knob down from the top, 
Unto the ground did fa' Willie : 
Then ſecond-fighted Sandy ſaid, 
We'll do nae good at 4, Willie. 
Up and war em a, Willie, 
War em, war em, a“, Willie. 
When bra ly they attack d our left, 
Our front, and flank, and a', Willie, 
Our bald commander on the green, 
Our faes their left did ca', Willie, 
And there the greateſt ſlaughter made 
That e er poor Tonald ſaw, Willie. 
Up and war em a, Willie, - 
War em, war em, a, Willie. 


Firſt when they ſaw our Highland mob, 
They fwore they'd flay us 4, Willie ; 
And yet ane fy!l'd his breiks for fear, 
And fo did rin wa, Willie : 

We drave him back to Bonnybrigs, 
Dragoons, and foot, and a', Willie. 
Up and war em «', Willie, 

War em, war em, 4, Willie. 

But when their gen'ral view'd our lines, 
And them in order ſaw, Willie, 
He ſtraight did march into the town, 
And back his left did draw, Willie : 
Thus we taught them the better gate, 

To get a better fa', Willie. 
Up and war em a', Willie, 
War em, war em, a', Willie. 

And then we rally'd on the hills, 
And bravely up did draw, Willie : 
But gin ye ſpear wha wan the day, 


Tu tell you what I ſaw, Willie: 
A a 
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We baith did fight, and baith were bear, 
And baith did rin a, Willie.” 
o there's my canty Highland ſang, 
About the thing 1 ſaw, Willie. 
Up and war em % Willie, 
War em, war em, 4, Willie. 


THY END OF UF 4D Walk THEM 4' WILLIE. 
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THE Chevalier, being void of fear, 
Did march up Briſle brace, man, 
And thro' Tranent, cer he did ſtent, 
As faſt as he could gae, man : 


While General Cope did taunt and mock, 


Wi' mony a loud huzza, man; 

But e er next morn proclaim'd the cock, 
We heard another craw, man. 

The brae-lochaber men came up 
Wi Keappock at their head, man, 

A fearfu' toolie then began, — 


The red-coats fled wi' ſpeed, man ; 
Aa2 
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The highland lads wi' keen claymores 
Cut clean, nor turn'd about, man, 
Till Engliſh loons, foot and dragoons 
War fairly on the rout, man, 

The brave Lochiel, as 1 heard tell, 
Led Camerons on in clouds, man; 
(The morning fair, and clear the air,) 
They loos d wi deviliſh thuds, man: 


Down guns they threw, and ſwords they drew, 


And ſoon did chace them aff, man; 

On Seaton-Crafts they buft their chafts, 
And gart them rin like daft, man, 

The bluff dragoons ſwore blood and oons, 
They d make the rebels run, man; 
And yet they flee when them they ſee, 
And winna fire a gun, man: 


They turn'd their back, the foot they brake, 


Such terror ſeiz d them a", man; 
Some wet their cheeks, ſome fyl'd their breeks, 
And ſome for fear did fa, man. 
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The volunteers prick'd up their ears, 
And vow gin they were crouſe, man 
But when the bairns ſaw't turn to earn t. 
They were not worth a louſe, man; 
Maiſt feck gade hame; O fy for ſhame! 
They'd better ſtaid awa', man, 
Than wi” cockade to make parade, 
And do nac good at a, man. 
Menteith the great, when herſell ſhit, 
Un'wares did ding him o'er, man. ö 
Yet wad nae ſtand to bear a hand, 0 
But aff fou faſt did ſcour, man; 
Oer Soutra hill, e'er he ſtood Mill, 
Before he taſted meat, man : 


| Troth he may brag o' his ſwift nag, | 
That bare him aff ſac flect, man, 
And Simpſon keen, to clear the een 
Of rebels fir in wrang, man, 
Did never ſtrive wi piſtols five, 
But gallopd with the thrang, man: 
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He turned his back, and in a crack 
Was cleanly out & fight man ; 
Ant thought it beſt; it was nae jeſt 
Wi Highlanders to fight, man. 
'Mangft a the gang nane bade the bang 

But twa, and ane was tane, man; 

For Campbell rade, but Myrie ftaid, 

And fair he paid the kain, man; 

Fell ſkelps he got, was war than ſhot 

Frae the ſharp-edg'd claymore, man; 


Frae mony a ſpout came running out 
His recking- het red gore, man. 

But Gard'ner brave did ſtill behave, 
Like to a hero bright, man ; 


His courage true, like him were few | 
That ſtill deſpiſed flight, man; 
For king and laws, and country's cauſe, 
In honour's bed he lay, man; 

His life, but not his courage, fled, 
While he had breath to draw, man. 
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And major Bowle, that worthy foul, 
Was brought down to the ground, man ; 
His horſe being ſhot, it was his lot 
For to get mony a wound, man : 
Lieutenant Smith, of Iriſh birth, 
Frae whom he call'd for aid, man, 
Being full of dread, lap o'er his head, 
And wadna be gainſaid man, 
He made fic haſte, ſie ſpur d his beaſt, 
"Twas little there he ſaw, man; 
To Berwick rade, and fafely ſaid, 
The Scots were rebels a, man: 
But let that end, for well tis kend 


His uſe and wont to lie, man ; 


The Teague is naught he never faught, 
When he had room to flee man, 
And Caddell dreſt, amang the reſt, 


With gun and good claymore, man, 


On gelding grey he rode that way, 
With piſtols ſet before, man; 


— — 6. * 


192 TRANENT-MUIR. 
The cauſe was good, he'd ſpend his blood, 
Before that he would yield, man ; 

But the night before he left the corps, 
And never fac'd the field, man. 

But gallant Roger, like a ſoger, 

Stood and bravely fought, man ; 

I'm wae to tell, at laſt he fell, 

But mae down wi' him brought, man 

At point o death, wi” his laſt breath, 
(Some ſtanding round in ring, man,) 

On's back lying flat he wav'd his hat. 
And cry d, God ſave the king, man. 
Some highland rogues, like hungry dogs, 
Neglecting to purſue, man, 
About they fac'd and in great haſte 

Upon the booty flew, man ; 
And they, as gain, for all their pain, 
Are deck d wi ſpoils o war, man; 
Fu bald can tell how her nainſell 
Was ne'er ſae pra before, man. 
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At the thorn-treee, which you may ſor 
Be-weſt the meadow-mill, man, 

There mony ſlain lay on the plain, 
The clans purſuing Mill man. 

Sic unco' hacks, and deadly whacks, 

I never ſaw the like man; 


Loſt hands and heads coſt them their dead, 


That fell near Preſton-dyke man. 
That afternoon, when a' was done, 

I gacd to ſee the fray man; 

But had 1 wiſt what after paſt, 

I'd better ſtaid away man: 

On Seaton ſands, wi' nimble hands, 

They pickd my pockets bare man; 

But I wiſh ne'er to drie fic fear, 

For a' the ſum and mair, man. 


THE END OF TRANENT-MUIE 
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THERE's ſome ſay that we wan, 

| Some ſay that they wan, 
= Some ſay that nane wan at a' man; 
But ae thing I'm ſure, 
That at Sheriff Muir 
A battle there was which I ſaw man: 
And we ran, and they ran, 
And they ran, and we ran, 
And we ran, and they ran awa man. 

Brave Argyle and Belhaven, 
Not like frighted Leven, 
Which Rothes and Haddington ſa man; 
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For they 4 wi Wightman 
Advanced on the right, man, | 
While others took flight, being ra' man. 
And we ran and they ran, 
And they ran, and we ran, 
And we ran, and they ran awa' man. 

Lord Roxburgh was there, 
In order to ſhare 
Wi Douglas, who ſtood not in awe man, 
Volunteerly to ramble 
Wi' lord Loudoun Campbell, 
Brave llay did ſuffer for a' man. 
And we ran, and they ran, 
And they ran, and we ran, 
And we ran, and they ran awa' man. | 

Sir John Schaw, that great knight. 
Wi broad-ſword moſt bright, 
On horſeback he briſkly did charge man ; 
An hero that's bold, 
None could him with- hold, 


He ſtoutly encounter d the targemen. 
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And we ran, and they ran, 

And they ran, and we ran, WY 

And we ran, and they ran aa man, 
For the cowardly Whittam, 

For fear they ſhould cut him, 

Seeing glittering broad-ſwords wi' a pa man, 

And that in ſuch thrang, 

Made Baird Edicang, 

And frae the brave clans ran awa' man. 

And we ran, and they ran, 

And they ran, and we ran, 

And we ran, and they ran awa' man. 
Brave Marr and Panmure 

Were firm! am ſure, 

The later was kidnapt awa' man, 

With briſk men about, 

Brave Harry retook 

His brother, and laught at them a' man. 

And we ran, and they ran, 


And they ran, and we ran, 


And we ran, and they ran awa' man, 
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Grave Marſhal and Lithgow, 


And Glengary's pith too, 
Aſſiſted by brave Loggie-man, 
And Gordons the bright 
80 boldly did fight, 
The red-coats took flight and awa' man, 
And we ran, and they ran, 


And they ran, and we ran, 

And we ran, and they ran, awa' man. 
Strathmore and Clanronald 

Cry'd ſtill, advance, Donald 

Till both theſe heroes did fa' man; 

For there was ſuch haſhing, 

And hroad ſwords a claſhing, 

Brave Forfar himſelf got a cla' man, 

And we ran, and they ran, 

And they ran, and we ran. 

And we ran, and they ran awa' man. 
Lord Perth ſtood the ſtorm, 

Seaforth but lukewarm, 

Kilſyth and Sthrathallan not ſla man; 
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And Hamilton pled 

The men were not bred, 

For he had no fancy to fa' man. 

And we ran, and they ran, 

And they ran, and we ran, 

And we ran, and they ran awa man, 
Brave generous Southelk, 

Tulibarrdine was briſk, | 

Whoſe father indeed would not dra' man, 

Into the ſame yoke, 

Which ſerv'd for a cloak, 

To keep the eſtate 'twixt them twa man, 

And we ran, and they ran, 

And they ran, and we ran, 

And we ran, and they ran awa' man. 
Lord Rollo not fear'd, 

Kintore and his beard, 

Picſligo and Ogilvie a' man, 

And brothers Balfours, 

They ſtood the firſt ſhow'rs, 

Clackmannan and Burleigh did cla“ man, 
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And we ran, and they ran, 

And they ran, and we ran, 

And we ran, and they ran awa' man, 
But Cleppan acted pretty, 

And Strowan the witty, 

A poet that pleaſes us a' man ; 

For mine is but rhime, 

In reſpect of what's fine, 

Or what he is able to dra' man. 

And we ran, and they ran, 

And they ran, and we ran, 

And we ran, and they ran awa' man. 

For Huntly and Sinclair, 

They both plaid the tinclair, 

Wi' conſciences black like a cra' man. 

Some Angus and Fifemen 

They ran for their life man, 

And neer a Lot's wife there at a' man. 

And we ran, and they ran, 

And they ran, and we ran, 

And we ran, and they ran awa' man, 


Then Laurie the traytor, 
Who betray d his maſter, 
His king and his countrie and a' man, 
Pretending Mar might 
Give order to fight, 


To the right of the army awa' man. 

And we ran, and they ran, 

And they ran, and we ran, 

And we ran, and they ran awa' man. 

Then Laurie, for fear 

O' what he might hear, 

Took Drummonds beſt horſe and awa' man, 

Inſtead o going to Perth, 

He croſſed the Firth, 

Alongſt Stirling-bridge and awa' man, 

And we ran, and they ran, 

And we ran, and they ran awa man. 
To London he preſs d, 

And there he addreſs d, 

That he behavd beſt o them a' man; 
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Got ſettled for life, 
An hundred a year to his ſa man. 
And we ran, and they ran, 
And they ran, and we ran, 
And we ran, and they ran awa' man. 

In Borrowſlouneſs 
He reſides wi” diſgrace, | 
Till his neck ſtands in need of a dra' man, 
And then in a tether 
He'll ſwing frae a ladder, 
[And] go aff the ſtage wi' a pa. 
And we ran, and they ran, 4 
And they ran, and we ran, 
And we ran, and they ran awa' man, 

Rob Roy ſtood watch 
On a hill for to catch 
The booty for ought that I fa" man, 
For he never advanc'd 
From the place he was ſtanc'd, 


Till nae mare to do there at a' man. 
Ce 
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| And we ran, and they ran, 

And they ran, and we ran, 

And we ran, and they tan a' man. 
80 we a tuke the flight, 
And Moubray the wright ; 

But Letham the ſinfith was a bra' man, 

For he tuke the gout, 

By judging it time to withdra' man. 

And they ran, and we ran, 

And we ran, and they ran awa' man. 
And trumpet M*Lean, | 

Whoſe breeks were not clean, 

Thro' misfortune he happen'd to fa' man, 

By faving his neck 

His trumpet did break, 

-Came aff without muſick at a' man. 

And we ran, and they ran, 

And they ran, and we ran, | 

And we ran, and they ran awa' man. 


$6 there ſuck a race was, 

As neer in that place was, 

And as little chaſe was at 4 man ; 
Frac ither they run 
Without touk o dt um; 

They did not make uſe o a pa man. 
And we ran, and they ran, 

And they ran, and we ran, 

And we ran, and they ran awa man, 


THE END OF SHERIFF-MUIR- 
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CLAVERS and his highlandmen, 
Came down upo the raw, man, 
Who being ſtout, gave many a clout, 
The lads began to claw then. 
Wi ſword and terge into their hand, 
Wy which they war nae flaw, man, 
Wi mony a fearfu' heavy ſigh, 
The lads began to claw then, 
Oer buſh, o er bank, oer ditch, o er ſtank, 
She flang amang them a' man; 
The butter box got mony knocks, 
Their riggins paid for à then, 
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They got their paiks, wi' ſudden ſtraiks, 
Whilk to their grief they ſaw man ; 
WY clinkum clankum o'er their crowns, 
The lads began to fa' then. 

Hor ſlipt about, hur leapt about, 
And flang amang them a', man; 
The Engliſh blades got broken heads, 
Their crowns were cleav'd in twa then, - 
The dirk and door made their laſt hour, 
And prov'd their final fa, man; 

They thought the devil had been there, 
That play'd them fic a paw then. 

The folemn league and covenant 
Came whiggin up the hills, man, 
Thought highland trews durſt not refuſe 
For to ſubſcribe their bills then : 

In Willie's name they thought nae ane 
Durſt ſtop their courſe at a, man; 
But hur nane ſell, wi' mony a knock, 


Cry'd, Furich-whigs, awa', man. 
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Sir Evan Du, and his men true, 

Came linkin up the brink, man ; 

The Hogan Dutch they feared ſuch, 

They bred a horrid ſtink then. 

The true MacLean, and his fierce men, 

Came in amang them a, man ; 

Nane durſt withſtand his heavy hand. 

All fled and ran awa' then. 
Och' on a ri, och on a ri, 

Why ſhould ſhe loſe king Shames, man ? 

Och' rig in di, och rig in di, | 

She ſhall break a' her banes then ; 

Wi' furichiniſh, an' ſtay a while, 

And ſpeak a word or twa, man, 

She's gi a ſtraike, out o'er the neck, 

Before ye win awa' then. 
O fy for ſhame, ye're three for ane, 

Hur nane-ſell's won the day, man; 

King Shames red-coats ſhould be hung up, 

Becauſe they ran awa' then : 
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Had bent their brows, like highland trews, 
And made as lang a ſlay, man, 
They'd ſav d their king that ſacred thing, 
And Willie'd run awa' then, 


THE END OF GILLICRANEKIE., 


„% THEWA UG@H5S & CROMDALE. 


TTYTEITLY” 


THE HAUGHS o' CROMDALE. 


AS I came in by Achendoun, 
A little wee bit frac the toun, 
When to the highlands I was toun, 
To view the haughs o Cromdale. 
I met a man in tartan trews, 
I ſpierd at him what was the news; 
Quoth he the highland army rues | 
That c'er we came to Cromdale. 
We were in bed, fir, every man, 
When th' Engliſh hoſt upon us came; 
A bludey battle then began, | 
Upon the haughs o Cromdale, | 


The Engliſh horſe they were ſo rude, 
They bath'd their hoofs in highland biude, 
But our brave clans they bauldly ſtood, 
Upon the haughs o Cromdale. 
Hut alas we could nae langer ſtay, . 
For o'er the hills we came away, 
And fare we do lament the day 
| That Cer we came to Cromdale. 
Thus the great Montroſe did ſay, 
Can you direct the neareſt way? 
For I will oer the hills this day, 
And view the haughs o' Cromdale. 
Alas, my lord, you're nae ſac ſtrang, 
You ſcarcely hae twa thouſand men, 
And there's twenty thouſand on the plain, 
Stand rank and file on Cromdale. 
Thus the great Montroſe did ſay, 


I fay, direct the neareſt way, 


For I will oer the hills this day, 


And ſee the haughs o' Cromdale. 
D d | 
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n THE HAVOHS o CROMDALE 
They were at dinner, every man, 
When great Montroſe upon them came, 
A ſecond battle then began, 
Upon the haughs o' Cromdale. 


The M'Gregors faught like lyons bauld, 


M-*Pherſons, nane could them controul, 

M'Lauchlins faught like loyal ſouls, 

Upon the haughs o Cromdale. 
M'Leans, M*Dougals, and MNeals, 

Sae boldly as they took the field, | 

And made their enemies to yield, 

Upon the haughs o Cromdale. 


THE HAUGHS ©& CROMDALE 
The Gordons bauldly did advance, 
The Fraziers fought wi' ſword and lance, 
The Grahams they made their heads to dance, 
Upon the haughs o Cromdale. 
The loyal Stewarts, wi' Montroſe, 
So bauldly ſet upon their foes, 
And brought them down wi' highland blows, 
Upon the haughs o' Cromdale. 
O' twenty thouſand Cromwells men, 
Five hundred went to Aberdeen, 
The reſt o them lyes on the plain, 
Upon the haughs o Cromdale. 


THE END OF THE MAUGHS © CROMDALE, 
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= Oar fors ſhall adreſs us no more, 


„ ON THE ACT OF SUCCESSION. 
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I'LL fing you — 
The like you ne er heard o before, 
Old Scotland at laſt is grown wiſe, 
And England ſhall bully no more. 
Succeſſion the trap for our flavery, | 
A true Preſbyterian plot, 25 
Advanc d by by- ends and kna very, 
Is now kick'd out by a vote. 
| The Lutheran dame may be gone, 


I the treaty ſhould never go on, 

She for ever is kick d out of door, 
| To bondage we now bid adieu, . 

| The Engliſh ſhall no more oppres ws, 


. on Tur ACT ov SUCCESSION. 
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| That in due time we hope ſhall redreſs us. 
This hundred years paſt we have been - 
Dull flaves and ne er ſtrove to mend 185 
1 n came by an old barren queen, 
And now we reſolve it ſhall end. 
8 5 hut grant the old woman ſhould come, 
And England with treaties ſhould woo us, 


Well clog her before ſhe comes home, 
| | That ſhe ner ſhall have power to undoe us. 


Then let us go on and de grea, 


From parties and quarrells abſtain ; 


Let us Engliſh councils defeat, 

And Hanover neer mention again. 

Let grievances now be redreſs'd, 
Conſider, the power is our own; 

Let Scotland no more be oppreſs d, 

Nor England lay claim to our crown. 


Let us think with what blood and what care 


Our anceſtors kept themſelves free ö 
What Bruce, and what Wallace could dare; 
If they did fo much, why then not we? 
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Let Montroſs and Dundee be brought in 
As latter examples before you ; 
And hold out but as you begin, 
Like them the next age will adore you, 

Here's a health, my brave lads, to the duke then, 
Who has the great labour begun, 
He ſhall flouriſh, whilſt thoſe who forſook him 
To Holland for ſhelter ſhall run. . 

Here's a health to thoſe that ſtood by him, 
To Fletcher and all honeſt men ; 

Ne'er truſt the damn d rogues that belie em, 
Since all our rights they do maintain. 

Once more to great Hamilton's health, 
The hero that ſtill keeps his ground ; 
To him we muſt own all our wealth: 
Let the Chriſtian liquor go round. 

Let all the ſham tricks o the court, 
That ſo often have foil d us before, 
Be now made the countries ſport, 
And England ſhall fool us no more. 


THE END OF ON THE ACT OF SUCCESSION. 


TO DAUNTON ME, 


$4HCTWELTH, 


”y 


FF SU TU FoOTDp e e 


TO daunton me, to daunton me, 

Do you ken the thing that would daunton me? 
Eighry-eight, and eighty- nine, 

And à the dreary years fin ſyne, 

Wr' ſeſs and preſs, and preſbytry, 

Gude faith, this had liken till a daunton'd me. 


But to wanton me, to wanton me, 

Do you ken the thing that wa'd wanton me ? 
To ſee gude corn upon the rigs, 

And baniſhment to a' the whigs, 

And right reſtor d where right ſhould be; 

O! theſe are the things that wa'd wanton me. 


TO DAUNTON ME 
But to wanton me, to wanton me, 
And ken ye what maiſt wa'd wanton me! 
To ſee king James at Edinb'rpugh croſs, 
WY? fiſty thouſand foot and horſe, 
And the uſurper fore d to flee; 

O! this is what maiſt wa'd wanton me. 


THY EXD OF TO DAUNTORN ME. 


THERELL NEVER BY PEACT, fee. T 


S4HC THIATEEHTHH, 


THERE'LL NEVER BE PEACE TILL 
JAMIE COMES HAME. | 


BY yon caſtle wa', at the cloſe o the day, 

I heard a man fing, tho' his head it was grey; 

And as he was ſinging the ſa't tears down came 

There'll never be peace till Jamie comes hame. 

The church is in ruins, the ſtate is in jar, 

Delufions, oppreſſions, and murderous war, 

We dare na weel ſay't, but we ken wha's to blame: 

There'll never be peace till Jamie comes hame. 
My ſeven braw ſons for Jamie drew ſword, 

And now I greet round their green beds in the yerd ; 

It brak the ſweet heart o my faithfu' auld dame 


There'll never be peace till Jamie comes hame. 
| E e 
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h  THERPFELL NEVER BE PEACE, ke. 
Now life is a burdgn that bows me fare down, 
Sin 1 tint my bairns, and he tint his crown ; 
But till my laſt moments my words are the ſame, 
There'll never be peace till Jamie comes hame, 


run un bor THERE'LL NEVER BE FEACE TILL JAMIE COMES HAME. 
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SAG FOUnTEENTH 
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I'VE heard o' a liltin at our ewes milkin, 

Laſſes a liltin before the break o' day; 

But now there's a moanin on ilka green loanin, 
That our braw foreſters are a' wede away : 

At bughts in the mornin nae bly th lads are ſcornin 
The laſſes are lanely, dowie, and wae ; 

Nae daſſin, nae gabbin, but ſighin and ſabbin, 

Uk ane lifts her leglin, and hies her away. 


, X 2 . 3 
At e en at the glomin nae ſwankies are roamin, 


Mang ſtacks wi' the laſſes at bogle to play; 
At a fair or a preachin nae wooin, nae fleechin, 


Sin our braw foreſters are a wede away. 


#29 FLOWDEN-HILL 
At har ft at the ſhearin nae younkers are jearin; 


The banſters are runkled, lyart, and grey: 

But ilk ane fits dreary, lamentin her deary, 

The flowers o the foreſt that are wede away, 
O dool for the order ſent our lads to the border! 

The Engliſh for ance by guile gat the day 

The flowers o the foreſt, that ay ſhone the foremoſt, 

The pri me o our land lyes cauld in the clay. 
We'll hear nae mair liltin at our ewes milkin, 

The woman and bairns are dowie and wae, 

Sighin and moanin on ilka green loanin, 

Sin our braw foreſters are a' wede away. 


THE END OF FLOWDEN-HILL, AND OF CLASS THIRD. 
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ADDITIONAL SANGs. 


480 „ 


The Yorprive. 


11 whon |, eue 
Anreth wn ork fort monmng, 
beides trow, I'4 fre my jor, 
Befode me in the glownirg: 
But be fs trig, hop oor the rig. 
And tow ingly eee me, 
When f, whatrect, 4i4 halt caged 
To foe my lad © ner ae. 


His bonnet he, » thought e, 


Cech d ſpruce when belt he clafp's . 


And I, 1 wt, wi falnncfs gent, 
Whole 19 19 hos arms he preft me. 

Diet cok” the war, | late and nr” © 
Ha'e with'd hace Jock departed; 

But cow 2s glad, Fin wi” my lad, 
As hortiyne brocken hearted. 


Py" aft t Cen, wi dancing keen, 
When s were blyth and merry, 
car das by, foe Gd was l. 
is bene & my dearte : | 
Bot, praiſe be bild, my. ind en t reſt 
I'm happy wi” my Johnny, 
At kirk and fair e ay be there; 
And be as canty's en. 


SANG u. 


Mow « the dry a4 now's the hour; 

See the front of wattle leur; 

zee, approve h prowl Fdward's pow'r, 
mern chains and Gaverie ! 


Whe wit be s traitor bnove 7 
Whe con ll & cen, grave ! 


 Whe fs batt 55 be « fave ? 


Traitor ! cownrd! turn and flee! 


Whe for Scotland's king and law, 

Freedom's ford will trongly drew 

Freeman ſtand, or freeman fa", 
 _ Calcdonians! on wi we 


By Oppreffion's woes and pain! 
By your fons in fervile chains 
We will drain our rest veins, 


But they hail, they ſhall be free” 


Lay the proud ofurpers low ! 

Tyrants fall in cvery for! 

Liberty's in every blow ! 
Forward let us do or dic" 


SANG m. 
My Bonny wee bit La 
By ALezaworn Cawraric. 


through the burn oer bent and bras 
To meet my bonny wee bit laſſie: 


Spend of Kine Rovenr Baven is bir Tee, Wi* imine kind, by Greck of day 


af the Baitle of Bannocraeuns, 
By Ronznr ens. 
Air 0 ford Lewis Grrden Hoang.” 


GETS, who hee wi” Wallace bled; 
Scots, wham Bruce has alten led. 
Welcome to your gory ded, 
Or to gluriows vidoric ' 


ell meet my bonny wee bit laſlic. 


Sweet ſmell the pea-blume, and the hey, 
But acc fac fweet as my bit laſſie; 

See, o'er the glevtin fwaird fac gay 
Comes yoader my bit bunny lache. 
Swift as a ſwallow ſkims alang, 

Fil haſte to meet my wee bit laffe; 
An" fouth c kiſſes a” day laug, | 
ru ge wy benny (wet bit ladbe. 


| 
| 
| 
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n ge, to fome bieldy how Our plenithin, the» fog be 
Lead my honny wee bit tele, veil +4 be bodin te my led. 
Whar linties ſing, am“ birk trees grow, Fan walllen heme the fon hee 
gone, 
In ſeilfu* dae wit my laffie. At glowmin, 11 come ts my leffie, 
Belyve, 6 cory biggie clean '' A blenting ingle, elend hearth Arne” 
en big for my bit bonny la(Ge 1 Wi welcome. Fi ment fras ory . 
0 . , 


BY THE SAME AUTHOR, 
Lately Publifbed. 


I. Od and Miſcellaneous Poems, Printed for O. Mudic and fon, South Bridge, Edinburgh : 
und for J. Johnſon, St Paul's Church-yard, London. 


U. No. 1. Of the Lats, River, and Mountain Scenery of S, , beautifully engraved in s- 
quatinto, (and colouted) by F. Jukes, after drawings made on the ſpot. This number contains, 
1. A view of the confluence of the rivers Clyde and Leven. . Loch-Lomond, by Moonlight. 
$- Lock Awe. 4. Loch Nefs. To be had of F. Jokes, — 
No. 22, George's Street, Bdioburgh, Agent in Scotland for ſaid work. 


In. Twelve Song: ſet te Mfc. To be had at the ſhop of Prefton and fon, No. gy, Strand, 
London; and of M. Stewart and Co. South Bridge Street, Edinburgh. 


Preparing for the Preſs, 


A fret and impartial Taquiry into the preſent fate of Medical Knowledge ; together with # com- 
parative view of the h tems of Cullen, Brown, and Darwin; comprebending s body of infor- 


mation, reſpeAing the riſe and prog eſe of the healing art, from its carlieſt dawn, dows ts the 
preſent time. 


